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The Names of the Perſens, 


R Lord Dartmenth. 
| Mr. Moody. 


SirMartin Mar-all. 


Warner. 

Sir John Swallow. 
Lady Dupe. 
Mrs. Chriſtian. 
Mrs. Milliſent. 
Roſe. 


Mrs. Preparation. 


In loye with Mrs. Chriftias. 
The Swaſh-buckler. 


A Fool. 


His Man. 

A Kentiſh Knight. 
The old Lady. 
Her young Niece. 
The Swaſh-bucklers Daughter. 
Her Maid. 
Woman to the old Lady. 


Other Servants, Men and Women. 


A Carrier. 
Bayliffs. 
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The SCENE Covent-Garden. 
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The Feign'd [nnocence: 
HATIN WORK EL 


ACT. I. 


Enter Warner ſolu. 


Warn, Here the Devil 1s this Maſter of mine? 
he 1s ever out of the way when he ſhould 
do himfelf good. This 'tis to ſerve a 
Coxcomb, one that has no more brains 
than juſt thoſe I carry for him. Well / of 
all Fopps ccmmend me to him for the greateſt he's ſo opinion'd 
of his own:Abilities, that he 1s ever deſigning ſomewhat, and yet 
he ſows his Stratagems ſo ſhallow, that every Daw can pick 'em 
up - from a plotting Fool the Lord deliver me. Here he comes, 
O / it ſeems his Couſin's with him, then it 1s not ſo bad as I 
imagin'd. 


Enter Sir Martin Marral, Lady Dupe. 
La. Dupe. I think 'twas well contriv'd for your acceſs to lodge 
her in the ſame houſe with you. 
Sir Mart. 'Tis pretty well, I muſt confeſs. 
Warn, Had he plotted it himſelf, it had been admirable.[ 4ſde. 
Ls. Dup?. For when her Father Moody writ to me to take him 
Lodgiogs, I ſo order'd it, the choice feem'd his, not mine. 
Sir Mart. I have hit of a thing my ſelf ſometimes, when wiſer 
Heads have mils'd it.------ But that might be meer luck. 
La. Dupe. Fortune does more than Wiſdom. 
Sir. Mart. Nay, for that you ſhall excuſe me 
I will gut value any mans Fortune at aruſh, 
Except he have Wit and 2arts to bear him out, 
But when do you expect em? 
B La. 
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(2) 
La. Dupe. This Tide will bring them from Graveſend. 
You had beſt let your man go asfrom me, 
And wait them at the Stairs in Durham-yard, 
Sir Mart. Lord,Coufin, what a do is here with your Counfel ! 
Asthough I could not have thought of that my felt. 
I could find io my heart not to fend him now-----l[tay a little 
one Il could ſoon find out ſome other way. 
Wars. A minute's ſtay may loſe your buſinels. - 
Sir Mart. Well, go then, ----- but you muſt grant, if he had 
ſtay'd, I could have found a better way,-----you grant it. 
La. Dupe. For oncel will not ſtand with you.--- [ Exit Warner. 
'Tis a ſweet Gentlewoman this Mrs. 24:U:ſent, if you can get her. 
Sir Mart. Let me alone for plottiog. 
La. Dupe. But by your favour, Sir, 'tis not ſo caſte, 
ler Father has already promis'd her : 
And the young Gentleman comes up with *em : 
I partly know the man,-----but the old Squire is humourſome, 
He's (tout, and plain in ſpeech and in behaviour ; 
He loves none of the fine Town-tricks of breedin 
But ſtands up for the old Elizabeth way in all thipgs. 
This we muſt work upon. 
Sir Mart. Sure! you think you have to deal with a Foo], 


Couſin? [Enter Mrs. Chriſtian. 
La. Dupe. O wy dear Neice, I have ſome buſineſs with 
YOu. [ Whiſpers. 


Sir Mart. Well, Madam,l le take one turn here 1th Piazza's ; 
A thouſand things are hammering in this head 3 
'Trafruitful Noddls, though [ ſay it. [ Exit Sir Martin. 

Ls. Duye. Go thy ways for a moſt conceited Fool.----- 
But to our buſineſs, Couſin : you are young, butl am old, and 
have had all the Love-experience that a diſcreet Lady ought to 
have 3 and therefore let me inſtru& you about the Love this rich 
Lord makes to you. 

Chr. You know, Madam, he's married, ſo that we cannot work 
upon that ground of Matrimony. 

La. Dupe. But there are advantages enough for you,if you will 
be wiſe and follow my advice. 

C57. Madam, my Fricods left me to yoar care, therefore Sha 
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wholly follow your Counſel with ſecrecy and obedience. 

Le. Dupe. Sweet-heart, it ſhall be the better'for you another 
day : well then, this Lord that pretends to you is crafty and falſe, 
as moſt men are, eſpecially in Love ;-----therefore we muſt be 
ſubtle to meet with all his Plots, and have Countermines againſt 
his Works to blow him up. 

Chr. As how, Madam £2 


La. Dupe. Why, Girl, hee'l make fierce Love to you, bat you 
muſt not ſufter him to ruffle you or ſteal a kiſs : but you muſt 
weep and {1gh, and ſay you'l tell me on't, and that you will not 
be us'd ſo ; and play the innocent juſt like a Child, and ſeem ig- 
norant of all. 

Chr. I warrant you Ile be very ignorant, Madam. 

La. Dupe. And be ſure when he has tows'd you, not to appear 
at Supper that night, that you may fright him. 

Chr. No, Madam. 

La Dupe. That he may think you have told me. 

Chr. I, Madam. 

La. Dupe. And keep your Chamber, and fay your head akcs, 

Chr. O, moſt extreamly, Madam. 

La. Dupe. And lock the door, and admit of no night-viſits : at 
Supper Le ask where's my Couſin, and being told you are not 
well, Ile ſtart from the Table to viſit you, defiring his Lordſhip 
not to incommode himſelf; for I will preſently wait on him 
agen. 

Chr. But how, when you are return'd, Madam * 

La. Dupe. Then ſomewhat diſcompos'd, Ile fay I doubt the 
Meazles or Small-pox will ſeize on you , and then the Girl 1s 
ſpoil'd ; faying, Poor thing, her Portion is her Beauty and her 
Veriue ; and often ſend to ſee how you do, by whiſpers 1n my 
Servants ears, and have thoſe whiſpers of your health return'd to 
mine : if his Lordſhip thereupon askes how you do, I will pre- 
tend it was ſome other thing. 

Chr. Right, Madam, for that will bring him further 1 ful- 

)EnCce, 

F Le. Dupe. A hopeful Girl / Then will I eat nothing that nigit, 
feigning my grief for you 3 but keep his Lordſhip Compan; at 
Meal, and ſeem to [trive to put my paſſion off, yet thew it ſtil! by 
{mall miſtakes, B 2 Chr, 


(4) 


cbr. And broken Sentences. ; 

La. Dupe. A dainty Girl! And after Supper viſit you again, 
with promiſe to return ſtrait to his Lordſhip : but after I am gone 
ſend an Excuſe, that I have given you a Cordial, and mean to 
watch that night in perſon with you. 


chr. His Lordſhip then will find the Prologue of his trouble, 
doubting I have told you of his ruttling. 

La. Dupe. And more than that, fearing his Father ſhould know 
of it, and his Wife, who is a Termagant Lady : but when he 
finds the Coaſt is clear, and his late ruffling known to none but 
you, he will be drunk with joy. 

Chr. Finding my ſimple Innocence, which will inflame him 
more. 

La. Dupe. Then what the Lyon's skin has fail'd him in, the 
Foxes ſublety muſt next ſupply, and thar 1s juſt, Sweet-heart, as 
I would have it 3 for crafty Folks treaties are their advantage : 

eſpecially when his paſſion muſt be fatisfvd at any rate, and you 
keep Shop toſet the price of Love: ſo now you fee the Market 
1s your Own. 

Chr. Truly, Madam, this is very rational 3 and by the bleſſing 
of Heav'n upon my poor endeavours, I do not doubt to play my 
part. 

La, Dupe. My bleſſing and my pray'rs go along with thee. 


Enter Sir John Swallow , Mrs. Milliſent, and 
Roſe her Maid. 


Chr. 1 believe, Madam, here is the young Heirefs you expect, 
and with her he who is to marry her. 
La. Dupe. Howe're I am Sir Martins Friend, I muſt not ſeem 
his Enemy. 
Sir Jobn, Madam, this fair young Lady begs the honour to be 
known to you. 
Mill. My Father made me hope it, Madam. 
La. Dxpe. Sweet Lady, 1 believe you have brought all the 
Freſhneſs of the Country upto Town with yuu. | 1hey ſalute, 
Hil. 1 cameup, Madam, as we Country-Gemlewomen uſe, at 
an Feſter-I erm, to the deſtruction of Tarts avd Cheelſe-cakes, ro 
ſee a New Play, buy a new Gown, take a Turn inthe Park, and 
ſodcwn agen toſlkep with my Fore-fathers. Sir 


(5s) 


Sir John. Rather, Madam, you are come up to the breaking 
of many a poor Heart, that like mine, will anguiſh for you. 

Chr. I doubt, Madam, you are indiſpos'd with your Voyage 3 
will you pleaſe to ſee the Lodgings your Father has provided for 

70u ? 

AP. To wait upon you, Madam. 

La. Dupe. This is the door,------ there is a Gentleman will wait 
you immediately in your Lodgiog, if he might preſume on your 
Commands. [ In whiſper. 

Mill. You mean Sir Martin Marral : I am glad he has intruſted 
his paſſion with fo diſcreet a perſon. [ In whiſper. 

Le. Dupe. Sir John, let me intreat you to ſtay here, that my Fa- 
ther u:ay have 1ntelligence where to find us. 


Sir John. I ſhall obey you, Madam. [ Exeunt Women. 


Enter Sir Martin. 


Sir John. Sir Martin Marral ! moſt happily encounter'd | how 
long have you been come to Lown F 

Sir Mart. Some three days fince, or thereabouts : but I thank 
GodI am very weary on't already. 

Sir John, Why, what's the matter, man £ 

Sir Mart, My villainous old luck (till follows me in gaming, I 
never throw the Dice out of my hand, but my Gold goes after 
'em : if I goto Picquet, though it be but with a Novice inc, he 
will picque and repicque, and Capot me twenty times together - 
and which moſt mays me, I loſe all my Sets, when I want but one 
of up. 

as Jobn, The pleaſurc of play is loſt, when one loſes at that 
unreaſonable rate. 

Sir Mart. But Ihaveſwornnot to touch either Cards or Dice 
this halt year. 

Sir John. The Oaths of loſing Gameſters are moſt minded 3; 
they foreſ{wear play as an angry Servant does his Miſtreſs, becauſe 
he loves her but too well. 

Sir Mart. Butl am now taken up with thoughts of anoti:cr 
nature; Iam inlove, Sir. 

Sir Johz. That's the worſt Game you could have play's at, 


ſcarce one Woman in an hundred will play with you upon the 
Square © 


(6) 
$quare: you venture at more uncertainty than at a Lottery, 
for you ſet your heart to a whole Sex of Blanks. But is your 
Miſtreſs Widdow, Wife, or Maid d OS : 

Sir Mart. 1 can aflure you, Ir, mine 1s a Maid 
The Heireſs of a wealthy Family, 
Fair to a Miracle. 
Sir John, Does ſhe accept your ſervice f 
Sir Mart. lam the only perſon in her favour. { Enter Warner 
Sir John. 1s ſhe of Town or Country ? 
Warr. aſide. How's this ? 
Sir Mart. She is of Kent, near Canterbury. 
IWarn. What does he mean® this is bis Rival---- | Aftde. 
Sir John. Near Canterbury ſay you? I have a ſmall Eſtate 
lies thereabouts, and more concernments than one beſides, 
Sir Mart. |'letell you then, being at Canterbury ; 
It was my Fortune once in the Cathedral Church 
Warn. What do you mean, Sir, to intruſt this man with your 
Afﬀairs thus ? 
Sir Mart. Truſt him ? why, he's a friend of mine. 
Warn. No matter for that ; hark you a Word Sir. 
Sir Mart. Prethee leave fooling :----and as I was ſaying 
I was in the Church whenl firſt ſaw this fair one. 
Sir John. Her Name, Sir, I beſeech you. 
Warn, For Heaven's ſake, Sir, have a care. 
Sir Mart. Thou art ſuch a Coxcomb.----Her name's 2;//;ſear. 
Warn, Now, the Pox take you Sir, what do you mean ? 
$ir John. Milliſent ſay you? that's the name of my Miſtreſs. 
Sir Mart. Lord ! what luck is that now ! well Sir, it happen'd, 
One of her Gloves fell down, I ſtoop'd to take it up; And in the 
ſtooping made her a Complement.----- 


Warn, The Devil cannot hold him, now will this thick-skulli'd 
Maſter of mine, tell the whole ſtory to his Rival. -— — 

Sir Mart. You'l ſay, 'twas ſtrange Sir; but at the firſt glance 
we calt on one another, both our hearts leap'd within us, our 
ſouls met at ourEyes, and with a tickling kind of pain {lid to 
Eacn others breaſt, and in one moment ſettled as clole and warm 
as If they long had been acquainted with their lodging. 1 fol- 
wink her ſomewhat at a diſtance, becauſe her Father was with 
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Warn. Yet hold Sir 

Sir Mart, Sawcy Raſcal, avoid my fight 3 muſt you tutor me >? 
So Sir,not to trouble you, I enquir'd out her Father's Houſe, with- 
out whoſe knowledge I did Court the Daughter, and both then 
and often ſince coming to Canterbury, I receiv'd many proofs of 
her kindneſs to me. 

Warn. You had beſt tell him too, that I am acquainted with 
her Maid, and manage your love under-hand with her. 

Sir Mart. Well remember 1 faith, I thank thee for that, I 
had forgot it I proteſt! my Yalet de Chambre, whom you ſee 
here with me,grows me acquainted with her Woman----- 

Warxz, O the Devil.----- 

Sir Mart. In fine Sir, this Maid being much in her Miftreſles 
favour, ſo well ſollicited my Cauſe, that in fine I gain'd from 
fair Miſtreſs Mil/iſent an allurance of her kindneſs, and an ins 
gagement to marry none but me. 

Warn. 'Tis very well ! you've made a fair diſcovery / 

Sir John. A moſt pleaſant Relation I aſſure you - you are a 
happy man Sir / but what occaſion brought you now to Lox- 

don £ 

Sir Mart. That was in expeCtation to meet my Miſtreſs here g 
ſhe writ me word from Canterbury, ſhe and her Father ſhortly 
would be here. 7 

Sir John. She and her Father, faid you Sir? 

Warn. Tell him Sir, for Heaven ſake tell him all 

Sir Mart. So] will Sir, without your bidding : her Father and 
ſhe are come up already, that's the truth on't, and are to lodge 
by my Contrivance in yon Houſe; the Mafter of which isa cun- 
ning Raſcal as any 1n Town-----himl1 have made my own, for [ 
lodge there. 

Warn. You do ill Sir to ſpeak fo fcandalouſly of my Land- 
lord. 

Sir Mart, Peace, or Vle break your Fools head----So that by 
his means I ſhall have free egreſs and regrels when I pleaſe Sir---- 
withour hec Fathers knowledge. 

Warn. | am out of patience to hear this — 

Sir Johz. Mcthinks you might do well, Sir, to ſpeak openly 
to her Fathcr, 
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Sir Mart. Thank you for that 1''aith, in ſpeaking to old Moody 
1 may ſoon ſpoil all. £ 

warn. So now he has told her Father's name,'tis palt recovery, 

Sir Joh. Is her Fathers name Moody (ay you f 

Sir Mart, Is he of your acquaintance 

Sir John. Yes Sir, I know him for a man 
Who is too wiſe for you to over-reach 3 
I am certain he will never marry his Daughter 
Toyou. | 

Sir Mart. Why, there's the jeſt on't : 

He ſhall never know it: 'tis but your 
Keeping of my Counſel; I'le do as much for you 
mun.----- 

Sir John, No Sir, Ile give you better trouble not your ſelf 
about this Lady 3 her affeCtions are otherwiſe engag'd to my 
knowledge----hark in your Ear----her Father hates a Gameſter 
like the Devil: I'le keep your Counlcl for that too. 

Sir Mart. Nay but this is not all dear Sir Johz. 

Sir John, This is all I aſſure you : only I will make bold 
To ſeek your Miſtreſs out another Lodging.----= { Ex. Sir John. 

Warn. Your Affairs are now put 1nto an excellent poſture, 
Thank your incomparable diſcretion-----this was a Stratagem 
my ſhallow wit could ner'e have reach'd, to make a Confident of 
my Rival. . s 

Sir Mart. | hope thou art not in earneſt man / is he my Rival? 

Warn. lite he has not found it out all this while / well 
Sir for a quick apprehenſion let you alone. 

Sir Mart, How the Devil cam'ſt thou to know ont ? and 
Why the Devil didſi thou not tell me on't ? 

Warn. To the firſt of your Devil's I anſwer, her Maid Roſe 


told me on't :-to the ſecond I wiſh a thouſand Devils take him 
that would not hear ime. 


Sir Mart, O unparallell'd Misfortune / 

Warn. O unparallell'd ignorance / why he left her Father at 
the waterſide, while he lead the Daughter to her lodging, whi- 
ther I direted him 3 fo that if yon had not labuured to the con- 
trary , Fortune had plac'd you in the ſame Houſe with your 
Miſtreſs, without the leaſt luſpition of your Rival or of her Fa- 
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ther : but 'tis well, you have ſarisfi'd your talkative lv mwwy x 1 
hope you have ſome new proj: Ct of your own to ſet all 1:4 a- 
gen- for my part I confeſs all my deſigns for you are wi.yiiy 
ruin'd; the very foundations of 'em are blownup. 

Sir Mart, Prethee inſult not over the Deſtiny of a poor 1n- 
done Lover, I am puniſh'd enough for my indifcretion in wy de- 
ſp2ir, and have nothing to hope for now but death. 

Farr. Death 1s a Bug-word, things are not brought to that 
extremity, Fle caſt about to fave all yet. 

Enter Lady Dupe. 

La Dnpe. O, Sir Martin ! yonder has been ſuch a ſtir within, 
S'r Jon, | fear, fimoaks your deſign, and by all means wou'd * 
nave the old man remove his Lodging ; pray God your man has 
not play'd falſe. | 

Warn. Like enough I have : I am Coxcomb ſufficient to do it, 
my Maiter knows that none but ſuch a great Call as 1 could have 
done it, ſuch an over-grown Als, a ſelt-conceited [deot as I.--- 

Sir Mart. Nay, Warner ,---- 

Warn. Pray, Sir, let me alone - ----what is it to you if I rall 
upon my ſelf ? now could 1 break my own Loggar-head. 

Sir Mart. Nay, (weet Warner. 

Warr. What a good Maſter have I, and I to ruine him + © 
Beaſt !---- 

La. Dupe. Not to diſcourage you wholly , Sir 4artiz, this 
ſtorm is partly over. 

Sir Aart, As how ? dear Couſin. 

La.D.Whenl heard Sir John complain of the Landlord,I took. 
the firſt hint of it, and joyn'd with him, faying, if ihe were ſuch 
an one, I would have nothing to do with him : 10 ſhort, I rattled 
him ſo well, that Sir Joh» was the firſt who did defire they might 
be lodg'd with me, not knowing that I was your Kinſwoman. 

Sir Mart. Pox on't,, now I think on't, I could have found out 
this my felf.----- 

Warn. Are you there agen, Sir ?----now as I have a Sou l.---- 

Sir Mart. Mum, good IVarner, [ did but forget my lvita iittle, 
T leave my felt wholly to you, and my Coulin; oct but my Mt 

ſtreſs for me, and claim what e're reward you can Ccliio. 

Warn. Hope of reward will diligence beger, 

Find you the money,and I'le find the wit. [Exe vt. 


ACT-H 


Enter Lady Dupe, aud Mrs. Chriſtian. 


Chr. JT happen'd Madam, juſt as you faid it would, 
| But was he ſo concern'd for my feign'd ſickneſs? 

La. D, So much that Moody and his Daughter,our new Gueſts, 
took notice of the trouble, but the Cauſe was kepttoo cloſe for 
Strangers to divine. | 

Chr. Heav'o grant he be but deep enough in love,and then----- 

La. D. And then thou ſhalt diſtill him into Gold my Girl. ; 
Yonder he comes, I'le not be ſeen :----you know 
Your Leſſon, Child. [ Exit, 

Chr, I warrant you. [ Exter Lord Dartmouth. 

Lord. Pretty Miſtreſs Chriſtian, 
How glad am Ito meet you thus alone / 

Chr. O the Father! what will become of me now? 

Lord. No harm I warrant you,but why are you ſo 'fraid £ 

Chr. A poor weak innocent Creature as 1 am, Heay'a of his 
mercy, how I quake and tremble lI have not yet claw'd oft your 
laſt ill uſage,and now I feel my old fit come again, my Earstiogle 
already, and my back ſhuts and opens ; I, juſt fo it bzgaa be- 
fore- 

Lord Nay, my ſweet Miſtreſs, be not ſo unjuſt 
To ſuſpect any new attempt: 
1 amtoo penitent for my laſt fault, 
So ſoon to lin agen,---- 
I hope you did not tell it to your Aunt. 

Chr. The more Fool I, I did not. 

Lord. cu never ſhall repent your goodneſs to me, 
B.it may not I preſume there was ſome little 
Kindnels 1a it, which mov'd you to conceal my 
Crime ? 


Chr. Methought I would not have mine Aunt an angry with 
you for all this earthly good. 


But 
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\ But yet [Te never be alone with you agen. 
— Lord. Pretty Innocence / let me (it nearer to you : 
' You do not underſtand what love bear you. 
[| vow It 1s ſo pure----- 
My Soul's not ſully'd with one ſpot of fin: 
Were you a Siſter or a Daughter to'me, 
'With a more boly Flame l could not burn. 
} Chr, Nay, now you ſpeak high words----I cannot under- 
ſtand you, 
Gueſts Lord. The buſineſs of my life ſhall be but how to make your 
hs the Fortt.ne, as -- ny care and ftudy to advance and fee you ſettled 
In ths Wo: 
Chr. 1}. >» :hank your Lordfhip. 
Lord, T+1..:* 1 x. old faciifice my Lite and Fortunes, 
Ang tour to cruelly deſtroy me. 
C/o, EL neve.s 7.45 you any harm, not |. 
[ Exit, 274, Tice at does this white Enemy fo near me ? 
mouth, » Touching her hand glov'd. 
Sure 'tis your Champion, and you arm it thus to bid defiance 
To Me. 

Chr. Nay fye my Lord, 1n faith you are to blame. FR ber 
| Lord. But I am for fair Wars, an Enemy muſt firſt 0 hand away. 
1 of his be ſcarch'd for privy Armour,e're we do ingage. | Pulls at her glove 
it your Chr. What does your Lordſhip mean ? 
$tiogle Lord. | fear you bear ſome Spells and Charms about you, 

740 be- And, Madam, that's againſt the Laws of Arms. 
Chr. My Aunt charg'd me not to pull off my Glove for fear of 
Sun-burning my hand. 
Lord. She did well to keep it from your Eyes, but I will thus 
\ preſerve it. | bugging ker bare hand. 
Chr. Why do you cruſh it ſo? nay now you hurt me,nay---- 
if you ſqueeze it ne're fo hard----there's nothing to come out 
on't----fye----is this loving one----what makes you take your 
breath ſo ſhort £ 
Lord. The Devil take me if I can anſwer her a word, 
All my Seances are quite imploy d another way. 
Chr. Ne're (tir my Lord, | mult cry out 


y with Lord, Then I muſt ſtop your mouth----this Ruby for a Kill RY 


| £ 


"—— 
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that is but one Ruby for another. 
Chr. This is worſe and worle. 
% -0u Neece ? 
Lady within. N es, re: _— _ 
Lord. Pox of her old mouldy Cnops- ; 
Chr. Do you hear, my Aunt calls? 1 ſhall be hang'd for (tay. 
ing with you —— let me go my Lord. [ Gets from bin, 
Enter Lady Dupe- 
La. D. My Lord, Heaven bleſs me, what makes your Lord: 
. ſhip here £ 
Lord. I was juſt wiſhing for you Madam, your Neece and[ 
have been fo laughing at the blunt humour of your Country 
Gentleman, —1 mult go paſs an hour with him. | Ex. Lord, 
Chr. You made a little too much haſte 3 
I was juſt exchanging a Kiſs for a Ruby. 
Lad. No harm done; it will make him come on the faſter : 
Never full-gorge an Hawk you mean to fly : 
Thenext will be a Neck-lace of Pearl | warrant you. 
Chr. But what muſt I do next? 
La. Dupe. Tell himl grew ſuſpitious,and examin'd you 
Whether he made not love z which you deny'd. 
Thea tell him how my Maids and Daughters watch you 
v0 that you tremble when you ſee his Lordſhip. 


Chr. And that your Daughters are ſo envious,that they would 
raiſe a falſe report to ruine me. 


La. D. Therefore you defire his Lordſhip, 
As heloves you, of which you are confident, 
Hence-forward to forbear his Viſits to you. 

Chr. But how if he ſhould take me at my word £ 

Ee.D. Why, if the worſt come to the worſt, he leaves you an 
honeſt woman, and there's an end on't: but fear not that. hold out 
his meſlages,and then he'll write, and that is it my Bird which you 
muſt drive it to : then all his Letters will be ſuch Extacies, ſuch 


Vows and Promiſes, which you muſt anſwer ſhort and ſimply. 
Jet ſtill ply out of 'em your advantages. £ 


Chr. But Madam! he's 1ch' houſe, he will not write. 

L8.D. You Fool---he'll write from the next Chamber to you. 
And rather than fail, ſend his Page Poſt with it upona Hobby: 
horſe :—then grant a meeting, but tell me of it, and 1'le pre: 


yell 
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vent him by my being there ; hee't curſe me, but 1 care not. 
When you are alone, hee'l urge his Juſt, which anſwer you with 
ſcorn and anger.----- 
Ir (tay. Chr. As thus an't pleaſe you, Madam ? 
2 him, What 2 does he think I will be damn'd for him ? 
Defame my Family, ruine my Name, 
Lord. To fatishie hispleaſure? 
La. Dupe. Then he will be prophane in's Arguments, 
:eand(! Urge Natures Laws to you. 
ountr Chr. By'r Lady, and thoſeare ſhrewd Arguments. 
Lord, ButI amreſolv'd Ileſtop my Ears. 
La. Dupe. Then when he (ſees no other thing will move you, 
Hee'l fizn a portion to you before hand. 
"Fwy Take hold of that, and then of what you will. [ Exennt. 


Enter Sir John, Mrs. Milliſent, ad Roſe. 


Sir John. Now fair Mrs. MiLiſent, you ſee your Chamber, 
Your Father will be buſie a few minutes, and in the mean time 
ermits me the happineſs to wait on you. — 
Mil. Methinks you might have choſe us better Lodgings, 
This houſe 1s full 3 the other we ſaw firſt, was more convenicnt. 
Sir John. For you perhaps, but notfor me : 
You might have met a Lover there, but I a Rival. 
Mill. What Rival ? 
Sir John. You know Sir Martin, I need not name him to 
"OU. 
; Mill. I know more men beſides him. 


Sir John. But you love none beſides him, can you deny your 
S YOU an 1fection to him # 


y would 


old out A411. You have vex'd me fo, [ will not ſatisfie you. 
ich you Sir John. Thenl perceive 1 am not likely to be fo much ob- 
es, fuch ligd to you asI was to him. 
ſimply, Mill. This is Romance,----I'le not believe a word on't. 

Sir John. That's as you pic ale : however tis believ'd, 

His wit will not much credit your choice. 
to YOu. Madam, do juſtice to us both 3 pay his 1ngratitude and foily with 
Hobby- your ſcorn x My «a vice with your Love. 
le pre» By this time j our Father ſtays tor me : I ſhall be diſcreet enough 
vent © 
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ta keep this fault of yours from him 3 
The Lawyers wait for us to draw your Joynture : 
And I would beg your pardon for my abſence, | 
But that my Crime is puniſt'd in it felt. | LECK. 
Mill. Could I ſuſpe& this uſage froma favour'd Servant : 
Roſe. Firſt hear Sir Martin ere you quite condemn hh 3 
Conſider 'tis a Rival who accus'd him. 
Mill. Speak got a-wordin his bekalf : —— 
Methought too, Sir Jehe call'd him Fo). : 
Roſe. Indeed he has a rare way of aCting a Fool, and does It fo 
naturally, it can be ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd. 
Mill. Nay, he has wit enough, that's certain. 
Roſe. How blind Love is / 
; Enter Warner, 
Mill. How now, what's his buſineſs ? 
I wonder after ſuch a Crime, 
If his Maſter has the face to ſend him to me. 
Roſe.: How durſt yop vere hither ?. 


If either Sir Joh» opmy otd Maſter fee you. 
Warn. Pj(h ! they are&dyhgone out. 


Roſe. They went but ®tf the next ſtreet 3 ten to one but they 
return and catch yall hero 


Warn. T wenty to gne lam gone before, and fave 'um a labour, 


Mill. What ſays t at Fellow to you ? what buſineſs can he 
have here £ "0 


Warn. Lord, that your Ladiſhip ſhould ask that queſtion, 


Knowing whom I ſerve / 
- Hil. Vie hearnothing from your Maſter. 


Warn, Never breathie, but this anger becomes your Ladithip 
moſt admirably ; bat though you'l hear nothing fron: him, | 
hepe I may ſpeak a word or two to you from my (elf, Madam. 

Roſe. ' Twas a ſweet Prank your Maſter play'd us : a Lady's 
well heJpt up that truſts her Honour in ſuch a perſons hands: to 
tcl] all fo,-----and to his Rival too. 
t-xcuſe him if thou canſt.” 

Harn. How the Devil ſho 
1> the greateſt Fop in Nature 


Roſe. 


[ Afede. 
\$ Ll excuſe him 2 thou knoweſt he 


=o mn- | Aſide to Bolts 
Eut my Lady does not kaow it 3 if ſhe dig----- 


Mill. 


$3 it fo 


2d1tfap 
him, I 
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Mill, Vie have no Whiſpering. | 
Warn. Alas, Madam, I have not the confidence to ſpeak out, | 
Unleſs you can take mercy on me. 
Mill. For what £ 
Wars, For telling Sir Joh# you lov d my Maſter, Madam. 
But ſurel little thought he was his Rival. 
Roſe, The witty Rogue hag taken't on himſelf. [ Aſede, 
Mill. Your Maſter then 1s innocent. 
Warn. Why, could your Ladiſhip ſuſpeCt him guilty £ 
Pray tell me, do you think him 
Ungrateful, or a Fool ? 
Mill. I think himneither. 
Warn. Take it from me, you ſee not the depth of him. 
But when he knows what thoughts you harbour of him, 
As lam faithful, and muſt tell him,----- 
I wiſh he does not take ſome pet, and leave you. 
Mil}. Thou art not madI hope, to tell him on't ; 
It thou doſt, Fle be ſworo, Ile foreſwear it to him. 
Warn. Upon condition then you'l pardon me, 
Te ſee what Icandotohold my tongue. 
Mill. This Evening in S. James's Park Ile meet him, ||_Knock 
Warn. He fhall not fail you, Madam. within. 
Roſe. Some body knocks,------ Oh Madam, what ſhall we do! | 
'Tis Sir Johy, 1 hear his voice. 
Warn. What will become of me? 
Mill. Step quickly behind that Door. 


To them Sir John. | He goes out. 


Mill. You've made a quick diſpatch, Sir. 

Sir John. We have done nothing, Madam, our Man of Law was 
not within,-----but I muſt look ſome Writings. 

Mill. Where are they laid ? 

Sir John. In the Portmanteau in the Drawing-room. | Is going 

Mil. Pray ſtay a little, Sir.----- to the Door. | 

Warr. at the Door. He mult paſs juſt by me 3 and if he ſees me, 
I am but a dead man. 

Sir John, Why are you thus concern'd? why do you hold me? 


Mill. Only a wordor two I have to tell you. | 
D "Tis 
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"Tis of importance to you:;----- 
— Give meleave------ 
MiD. 1 muſt not before 1 diſcover the Plot to you. 


Sir John. What Plot Re 
Mill. Sir Martins Servant,like a Rogue comes hither 
| To tempt me from his Maſter, to have met him. 


Warn. at the Door. Now would I had a good Bag of Gun-poy. 
derat my Breech to ram me into ſome bole. 
1 - Mill. For my part I was ſo ſtartled at the Meſſage, 
| That I ſhall ſcarcely be my ſelf theſe two days. : 
i Sir Jobn. Ohthat I had the Raſcal! I would teach him 
; To come upon ſuch Errands. 
Warn, Oh for a gentle Compoſition now ! 
An Arm or Leg | would give willingly. 
Sir John. What Anſwer did you makethe Villain? 
Mill. 1 over-reach'd him clearly, by a promiſe 
Of an appointment of a placel nam'd, 
Wh-relIne're meant to come : but would have had 
The pleaſure firſt to tell you how L ſerv'd him. 
Sir John. And then to chide your mean ſuſpicion of me, 
Indeed | wonder'd you ſhould love a Fool. 
But where did you appoint to meet him £ 
Hill. In Grayes-Inn Walks. 
| Warn, By this light, ſhe has put the change upon him ! 
aug; Woman-kind, how I love thee for that heavenly gift of 
| ying 4 
Sir John. For this Evening [ will be his Miſtreſs ; 
He ſhall meet another Pexelope then he ſuſpetts; 
Mill. But'ſtay not long away, Fn 
| Sir John. You over-juy me, Midam. [ Exit. 
: Warn. entring. Is he gone, Madam 2 
Mill. As faras Grayes-Inn Walks : now I have time 
To walk the other way, and ſce thy Maſter. 
Warn. Rather It him come hither : I have laid 
. Plot ſhall ſend his Rival far enough from watching him e'r< 
ang. 
Mil. Art thou in earneſt 2 
} Warn. T1s ſo defign'd, Fate cannot hinder it. 
£)u 
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Our Landlord where we Jye, vex'd that his Lodgings ſhould be 
{o leſt by Sir John, 1s relolv'd to bereveng'd, and I have found 
the way. 
Yeuu'l ſee thicfic& on't preſuntly. 
Roſe. O Heavens! the door opens agen, and Sir John is re- 
turned ONCE MOTE. 


N-Pow- Enter Sir }. hn. 


Sir Job». Half my buſineſs was forgot; you did not tel] me when 
you were to meet him. Hof what makesthis Rafe1i here £ 
1 Warzx. *'T1s well you're come, Sir, <clſe I muſt have k ft wotvld 
a M-tlage I have for you. 
Sir John. Well, what's your bufine(s, Sirrah 2 
Warn. We muſt be private firſt; 'tis only for your ear. 
Roſe. I ſhall admue his wit, if in this plunge he can p<t off; 
Warn. I came hither, Sir, by my Maſters order... 
Sir John. Fle reward you tor ir, Strrah, immediatcly. 
Warn, When you know all, I ſhall deſerve it, Sir 5 
F cam< to ſound the Vertue of your Miſtreſs; which [ have done 
> fo cunnirgly, I have at laſt obtain'd the pron tle of a meeting. 
But my good Maſter, whom 1 miſt confeſs more generous than 
wiſe. xnowing you had a paſſion for her, is reſulv'd roquit : 
And, Sir, that you may ſce how much he loves you, fent me 1n 
;1ivate tO adviſe you ſtilltohaiveanceye upon her actions, 


| olld of Sir John. Toke this Diamond for thy good news ; 
5 And give thy Miſter my acknowledgiments. 
_ Warn. Ihuthc world goes, my Maſters, he that will cozen 
you, commonly gets your good will into the bargain. [ Aſede. 
Sir John. Madam, I am now fatisfh'd of all fides 3 firſt of your 
mw truth, then of Sir Martins friendſhip. 
| Exit. In ſhort, | find you two cheatedeach other, 
Both to be true to me. 
Mill. Warner is got oft as I would wiſh, and the Knight over- 
reach'd, 
1m E'rc Enter to ther the Landlord diſguis d like a Carrier. 
Roſe. How now ! what would this Cartiicr have £ 
V3 an, 
£)ur 9 : 
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Warr, This is our Landlord whom I told you of 5 but keep 
{ Countenance.----- [ Aſide fo her. 
your Counte ; ; "py 
Landl. I was looking here-away for one vir Jokn Swalow ; they 
told me I might hear news of him in this houſe. 
 $ir Jobs. Friend, I am the man : what have you tO lay to 
me ? 
Landl, Nay,faith Sir, Iam not ſogood a Schollard to ſay much, 
But I have a Letter for you in my Pouch : 
There's plaguy news in't, I can tell you that. 
Sir John. Frcm whom is your Letter ? 
Landl. From your old Uncle Anthony. 
Sir John. Give me your Letter quickly. 
Landl. Nay, ſoft and fair goes far. —- Hold you, hold you, 
[t is not In this Pocket. 
Sir John. Search in the other then 3 I ſtand on Thorns. 
Landl. | think I feel it now, this ſhould be who. 
Sir John. Pluck it out then. 
Landl. Vle pluck out my SpeCtacles and ſee firſt, {| Reads. 
To Mr. Paul Griztbard---- Apprentice to----- 
No, that's not for you, Sir,----that's for the Son of the Brother 
of the Nephew of the Coufin of my Goflip Dobſon. 
Sir John. Prithee diſpatch 5 doſt thou not know the Con- 
tents orvt ? 
Landl. Yes, as well as I do my Pater woſter. 
Sir John- Well, what's the buſineſs on't ? 
Land!l. Nay, no great buſineſs ; 'tis but only that your Wor- 
ſhips Father's dead. 
Sir John, My loſs is beyond expreſſion ! how dy'd he 
Landl. He went to bed as well to ſee to as any man'in Evgland, 
And when he awaken'd the next morniog.----- | 
Sir John. What then? 
Landl. He found hiraſelf ſtark dead. 
_ Sir John, Well, I muſt of neceſlity take orders for my Father's 
Funeral, and my Eſtate 3 Heaven knows with what regret I leave 
you, Madam. 


Mil. Butare you in ch haſte, Sir ? I ſee you take all occa- 
frons to be from me. & 


Sir John, Dear Madam, fay not fo, a few days will, I hope, re: 
turn meto you. | T6 
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Ts them Sir Martin. 


Noble Sir Martin, the welcomeſt man alive / 
Let me embrace my Friend. 


Roſe. How untowardly he returns the ſalute! Marner will be 
found out. ; [_aſide. 
Sir John, Well friend / you have oblig'd me to you eternal] Y- 
Sir Mart. How have I oblig'd you, Sir? I would have you to 
know I ſcorn your words; andl would I were hang'd.- if it be 
not the fartheſt of my thoughts. 
Mill. O cunning Youth, he aCts the Fool moſt naturally. 
Were we alone, how we would laugh together £2 [ aſide. 
Sir John. This1s a double generoſity, 
To do me favours and conceal*'um from me. 
But honeſt Warzer here has told me ail. 
Sir Mart. What has the Raſcal told you? 
Sir John. Your plot totry my Miltreſs for me----yon ander- 
ſtand me, concerning your appointment. 
Warn. Sir, I defire to ſpeak in private with you. 
Sir Mart. This impertinent Raſcal, when I am moſt buſie, 
I am ever troubled with him. 
Warn. But it concerns you I ſhould ſpeak with you , good Sir. 
Sir Mart. That's a gocd one 1faith , thou knowſt breeding 
well , that I ſhould whiſper with a» Serving-man before com- 
pany. 
_ Warn. Remember, Sir, laſt time it had been better---- 
Sir Mart. Peace, or Vile make you fee! my double Fiſts : 
if I don't fright him, the fawcy Rogue willcall me Fool before 
the Company. 
Mill. That was atted moſt naturally again. [ aftde. 
Sir John, to him. But what needs this dillembling,fiace you are 
Reſolv'd to quit my Miſtreſs to me? 
Sir Mart, 1 quit my Miſtreſs / that'sa good one faith. 
Xill. Tell him you have forſaken me. [| ajFeces 
Sir A4rrt. 1 underſtand you, Madam, you would ſave | 
A quarrel ; but i'faith I'me not fo baſe : 
He ſec him hang: d ficlt. 
Warez, Madam, my. Maſter is convinc'd, ip pru:!: r-- 


He 


Li 
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He ſhould fay ſo - but Love o'remaſters him 3 
W hen you are gone perhaps he may. 
Mill. Vlegothen : Gentlemen, your Servant 3 
I ſee my preſence brings conſtraint to the Company. 
Fxeunt Mill. Roſe. 
Sir Jobn. I'mglad ſhe's gone 3 now We may talk more freely; 
For if you have not quitted her, you mult. | 
Warn. Pray, Sir, remember your ſelf; did not you ſend me 
of a meſſage to $ir Joh», that for his friend(hip you had left Mi 
{treſs 2Glliſent ? 
Sir Mart. Why, what an impudent lying Rogue art thou ? 
Sir John. How's this ! has Warner cheated me ? 
arr, Do not ſuſpe@ it in the leaſt: you know, Sir, 
It was not generous before a Lady, 
To ſay hequitted her. 
Sir John. O! was thatit © 
Warn, That wasall: ſay, Yes good Sir Joha----or He 
{windge you. | aſtae 
Sir Mart. Yes, good Sir Johr. 
Warr. That's well, oncein his life he has heard good counſlcl, 
Sir Afart. Heigh, Heigh, what makes my Landlord here? he 
has put on a Fools Coat [think to make us laugh. | 
Warn. The Devil's in him; he'sat it again; his folly's like a 
ſore in a ſurfeited Horſe cyre it in one place, and it breaks out 
10 another. ; 
Sir 2fart, Honeſt Landlord i'faith, and what make you here? 
$ir John. Are you acquainted with this honeſt man ? 
Landl. Take heed what you ſay, Sir, | To Sir Martin ſoftly. 
Sir Mart. Take heed what I ſay, Sir, why £ who ſhould I be 
afraid of ? of you, Sir 2 I ſay, Sir, | know kim, Sir ; and I have 
reaſon to know him,Sir, for I am ſure 1 lodge in his Houſe,Sir,---- 
nay never think to terrifie me, Sir; 'tis my Landlord here in 
Charles Street, Sir. 
TRE Now 1 expect to be paid for the News I brought him. 
ir Jo »r. Sirrah, did not you tell me that my Father — 
Land. 1s in very good health, for ought I know, Sir5 I beſeech 
you trouble your ſelf no farther concerning him. 
Sir John, Who ſet you onto tell this lye £ 
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Sir Mart. I, who ſet you on Sirrah? this was a Rogue that 
would cozen us both 3 he thought I did not know him : down on 
your marribones and confeſs the truth : have you no Tongue 
you Raſcal F 


Sir John. Sure tis ſome filenc'd Miniſter : he's grown ſo fat 
ne cannot ſpeak. 


F-;;-u Why, Sir, if you would know, 'twas for your ſake 
I did 1t. | 

Warn. For my Maſters ſake ! why, you impudent Yarlet, do 
you thipk to {cape us with a lye ? 

Sir Joby. How was it for his ſake £ 


Warn. 'T was for his own, Sir 3 he heard you were th occaſion 
the Lady lodgd not at his Houſe, and fo he invented this Ilye 
partly to revenge himlelt of you; and partly, I believe, in hope 
to get her once again when you were gone. 

Sir John. Fetch me a Cudgel prithee. 

Land, O good Sir | if you beat me ſhall run into oyl imme- 
diately. 

Warn, Hapg him Rogue; he's below your anger : Vle maul 
him for you----the Rogue's ſo big, I think 'twill ask two days to 
beat him all over: [ Beats him, 

Land. O Rogue, O Villain Warner ! bid him hold 
And Ie confeſs, Sir. | 

Warn, Get you gone without replying : muſt ſuch as you be 
prating ? | Beats him ont. 

Enter Roſe. Sir, Dinner waits you on the Table. 


Sir John. Friend will you go along, and take part of a bad 
Repalt ? 


Sir Mart. Thank you; butI amjuſt riſen from Table. 


Warn. Now he might fit with his Miftreſs, and has not the wit 
to find it out, 


Sir John. You ſhall be very welcome. 

Sir Mart. 1 have noltomack, Sir. 

Warn,Get you in with a vengeance: you have a better ſtomack 
than you think you have. | Puſhes þim, 

Sir Mart. This hungry Dzego Rogue would ſhame me 3 
He thinks a Gentleman can ear like a Servingu:an. 

Sir John, If you will not, adicu dcar Sir 5 

In 
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In zpy thing command me. [_Exit, 


Sir Alart. Now we are alone 3 han't I carried matters brayely 
Sirrah ? ER 
Warn, © yes, yes, you deſerve Sugar Plums; firſt for 

Your quarrelling with Sir Joh»; then for diſcovering your 
Landlord, and laſtly for refuſing to dine with your Miſtreſs. 

All this is ſince the laſt reckoning was wip d out. — 

Sir Mart. Then why did my Landlord diſguiſe himſelf, tg 
makea Fool of us? 

IVarn. You have ſo little Brains, that a Penn'orth of Butter 
melted under 'um, would fet 'um atloat - he put on that diſguiſe 
to rid you of your Raval. 

Sir Mart. Why was not [| worthy to keep your coun(cl then? - 

I/arn. It had been muchat one: you would but have drunk 
the ſecret down, and pils'd it out to the next company. 

Sir Mart. Well I find Iam a miſerable man : I have loſt my 
Miſtreſs, and may thank my elf for't. 
Warn, You'l not confeſs you are a Fool, I warrant, 
Sir Mart, Well lam a Fool, if that will fatisfhie you : but 
What am the neerer for being one £ | 
Warn. O yes, much the neerer ; for now Fortune's bound to 
provide for you 3 As Hoſpitals are built for lame people, becauſe 
they cannot help themſelves, 
Well; I have yet a project ia my pate. 
Sir Mart. Dear Rogue, what is't ? 
Warn. Excuſe me for that : but while 'cis ſet a working 
You would do well to ſcrue your ſelf into her 
Fathers good opinion. 
Sir Mart. If you will nottell me, my mind gives me 1 ſhall dif 
| Cover it again. 
Warn. Tle lay itasfar out of your reach asI can poſſible. 
For ſecrets are edg'd Tools, 
And muſt be kept from Children and from Fools. [ Exeant, 
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ACT 1IL. 


Enter Roſe and Warner meeting. 
Roſe. Our Worſhip's moſt happily encounter'd. 
Warn. Your Ladiſhip's moſt fortunately met. 

Roſe. 1 was going to your Lodging. 

Warn. My buſineſs was to yours. 

Roſe. I have ſomething to ſay to you that---- 

Warn. Ihave that to tell you---- ks 

Roſe. Underſtand then---- F 

Wars. If you'l hear me---- | 

Roſe. | believe that---- 

Warn, | am of opinion that---- 

Roſe. Prithee hold thy peace a little till I have done. 

Warxz. Cry you mercy, Miſtreſs Roſe, T'le not diſpute your an- 
cient priviledges of talking. 

Roſe. My Miſtreſs, knowing Sir Johz was to be abroad upon 
buſineſs this Afternoon, has asked leave to fee a Play : and Sir 
John has ſo great a confidence of your Maſter, that he will truſt 
no body with her, but him. 

Wars. If my Maſter gets her out, | warrant her, be ſhall ſhow 
her abetter Play than any is at either of the Houſes---here they 
are : Ile run and prepare himto wait upon her. [ Exit. 


Enter 01d Moody, Miſtreſs Millefent, and Lady Dupe. 


AP, My Hoods and Scarfs there, quickly. 
La, Send to call a Coach there. 
A1ood. But what kind of man is this Sir Martin, with whom 
you are togo? 
La. & plain downright Country Gentleman, [ aſſure you. 
170od. 1 like him much the better for't. 
For 1 hate one of thoſe you call a mano'th' Town, 
One ot thoſe empty fellows of meer outhide : 


They've nothing of the true old Engliſh maglinelſs. 
! Sf R E Roſe. 
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Roſe. I confeſs, Sir, a Woman's in a fad condition, that has no. 
Bi thing to truſt to, but a Perriwig above, and a well-trim'd ſhes 
; below. 


i To them Sir Martin. 


168. This, Sir, is Sir Job's friend, he is for your humour, Sir 
He is no man o'th' Town, but bred up in the old Elizabeth way 


| of plainnefs. - LENS: LEE 
Wi! Sir Mart. 1, Madam, your:Ladiſhip may ſay your pleaſure f 
| me. 


To them Warner. 
Warn, How the Devil got he here before me! 'tws very un, 
lucky I could not ſee him firft---- | 
Sir Mart. But as for Painting, Muſick, Poetry, and the like, 
Ile ſay this of my ſelf---- 
Warr. Tleſay that for him, my Maſter underſtands none of 
*um, I aſlure you, Sir. | , 
- Sir Mart. You impudent* Raſcal, hold your Fongue : I muſt 
rid my hands of this fcllow ; the Rogue 1s ever difcrediting me 
before Company. 
Moody. Never trouble your ſelf about it, Sir, for 1 like a mar 
that 
Sir Mart.T know you do, Sir, and therefore I hope you'll think 
never the worſe of me for his prating : for though I do not boaſ! 
of my own good parts---- 
Warn. He has none to boaſt of, upon my faith, Sir. 
Sir Mart. Give him not the hearing, Sir; for, if I may believe 
my friehds, they have flatter'd me with an op1n10Nn of more---- 
Warn. Of more than their flattery can make good, Sir; ---'t1s 
true he te]1s you, they have flatter'd him 3 but in my Conſcience 
he Is the moſt downright {imple natured creature in the world. 
. Sir Mart. I fhallconfider you hereafter Sirrah ; but 1 am ſure 
i all Companies 1 paſs for a YVertwoſo. 


Movd.: Vertnoſo | what's that too ? is not Vertre enough withuul 
O ſo? 
| Sir Mart. You have Reaſon, Sir ! 
un There heis apain too; rhe Town Phraſe, a great Colt 
Pliment I wils 3 yowhave Realon.,Sir ; that IS,YOU TE nv Lealt, SV 
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Warn. A word 1n private, Sir z you miſtake this old -man : he 
loves neither Painting, Mufick, nor Poetry 3 yet recover your 
ſelf, if you have any brains. [ aſide to him. 

$;r Mart. Say you ſo? [le bring all about again I warrant 
you----I beg your pardon a thouſand times Sirz I vow to Gad 

I am not Maiter of any of thote perfe@ions ; for in fine, 

Sir, Iam wholly 1gnorant of Painting, Mulick, and Poetry 3 

Ouly ſome rude efcapes----but,in fine,they are ſuch, that, 

In fiue, Sir — 
Warn. This is worſe thanall the reſt. [ aſide, 
Mood. By Coxbones one word more of all this Gibberiſh, and 

old Madge ſhall fly about your ears: what is this 7» fire he keeps 

ſuch a coil with too £ = 

Mill. "Tis a Phraſe 4-la-mode, Sir, and is us'd in converſation 
nov, as a whift of Tobacco was formerly, in the midſt of a di- 
{courſe, for a thinking while. 

La. In plain Engliſh, in fine, is inthe end, Sir. - ] 

Mood. But by Coxbones there is no end on't me thinks : If 
thou wilt have a fooliſh word ro lard thy lean diſcourſe with, 
take an Engliſh one when thou 'ſpeakeſt Engliſh 3 as So Sir, and 
Then Sir, and fo forth; 'tis a more manly kind of nenſence : and 
a Pox of In fine, for Ile hear no more on'r. | 

Warr He's gravell'd, and I muſt help him out. - [ aſede; 
Madam, there's a Coach at Door to carry you to the Play, 

8ir Mart. Which Houſe do you mean-rogo to ? | 

Mill. The Dukes, I think. 

Sir Mart. It isa damn'd Play, and has nothing 1n't. 

Mill. Then let us to the Kings. 

Sir Mart. That's e'ne as b.d. 

Ware. This is paſt enduring. | [ aſide. 
There was an ill Play ſet up, Sir, on the Poſts, but I can aſſure you 
the Bills are altered fince you ſaw 'um, and now there are two 
admirable Comedies at both Houles. 

Mood. But my Daughter loves ſerious Plays. 

Warn. They are Tragi-Comedies, Sir, for both. ; 

Sir Mart. I have heard her ſay ſhe loves none but Tragedies. 

100d. Where have you heard her fay ſo,Sir? | : 

Warn. Sir you forget your ſelf, you never ſary herin your life 
before. E 2 a6 
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Sir Mart; What not at Canterbury, in the Cathedral Church 
there ? thisis the impudenteſt Raſcal 
Warr, Mum, Sir 
Sir Mart. Ah Lord, what have I done 7 asI hope to be ſay 
Sir, it was before I was aware 3 for if ever I ſet Eyes on her before 
this day----I wiſh---- 


Mood. This fellow is not fo much fool, as he makes one be. 
lieve he 1s. 


Hill. Ithought he would be diſcovered for a wit - this tis tg 
over-aCt ones part / [ afede, 


Mood. Come away Daughter, | will not truſt you in his hands, 
there's morein't than I imagin'd, | 
Exennt Moody, Mill. Lady, Roſe. 
Sir Marts Why do you frown upon me fo, when you know 
your looks go to the heart of me ; what have I done beſides: 
little lapſus lingue ? 


Warn, Why, who ſays you have done any thing? you, a meer 
Innocent. | : 
Sir Mart.As the Child's that be bornin my intentionszif I knoy , 
how [ have offended my ſelf any more than in one word.---- 
Warn. But don't follow me however-----Ihave nothing to ſay 
Sir Mart.T'le follow you to the worlds end,till you forgive me. 
Warn.l am reſfolv'd to lead you a Dance then. | Exit running, 
Sir Mart. The Rogue has no mercy in him, but Lmuſt mollife 
him with money. [ Exit. 


Enter old La. Truly my little Coufin's the apteſt Scholar, and 
takes out loves leſſons ſo exatly that I joy to ſee it : ſhe has got 
already the Bond of two.thouſand pounds ſeal'd for her Portion, 
which I keep forher; a pretty good beginning : *tis true, I be 


lieve he has enjoy'd her, and fo tet him; Mark Anthony wooed 
not at ſo dear a price. 


To ber Chr. O Madam, I fear am a breeding ! 


La.A takingWeach!but*tis no matter;have you told any body: 
Chr, I have been ve . 4 ; 


nturipg upon your foundations, a little tt 
diſſemble, S UPON J ; 


La, I ha 
with me: 


Usa good Child, I hopeit will thrive with thee, as it h2 
Heaven hasa bleſſing in ſtore upon our endeavours. 
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Chr. Pfeign'd my ſelf fick, and kept my bed ; my Lord, he 
came to viſit me,and 1n the end 1 ditclos'd it to him in the ſaddeſt 
paſſion. : | 

La. This frighted him, I hope, into a ſtudy how to cloak your 
diſgrace, left it ſhould have vent to his Lady. 

Chr. 'Tistrue 5 butall the while I ſubt'ly drove it, that he 
ſhould name you to me as the fitteſt inſtrument of the conceal- 
mentz but how to break it to you, ſtrangely does perplex him : 
he has been ſeeking you all o're the houſe ; therefore I'le leave 
your Ladiſhip, for tear we ſhould be ſeen together. [ Exit. 

La. Now I muſt play my part 3 
Nature, in Women, teaches more than Art. 

Enter Lord, 

Lord, Madam, Thave a Secret to impart, 
A ſad one too, and have no Friend to truſt but only you, 

La. Your Lady or your Children ſick ? 

Lord. Not that I know. 

La. You ſeem to be 1n health. 

Lord. In body, not in mind. 

La. Some ſcruple of Conſcience, I warrant ; ory Chaplain ſhall 
reſolve you. 

Lord. Madam, my Soul's tormented. 

La, Orake heed of deſpair, my Lord / 

Lord. Madam, there is no Medicine for this ſickneſs, but only 


you 3 your friendſhips my ſate Haven, elſe I am loſt and ſhip- 
wrack d. 


La. Pray tell me what it 15. 

Lord, Could I expreſs it by ſad ſighs and groans, 
Or drown it with my felfin Seas of tears, 
I ſhould be happy, would, and would not tell. 

La. Command whatever l can ferve you in, 
I wilt be faithful (till to all your ends, provided they be juſt and 
vertuous. 

Lord. That word has ſtopt me- 

La. Speak out, my Lord, and boldly tell what 'tis. 

Lord, Then in obedience to your Commands. your Couſin 1s 
with Child, 

La. Which Couſin ? 


«ut 


Lora;. 
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Lord. Your Couſin Chriſtian here ith' houſe. 
| La. Alas theniſhe hasſtolna Marriage, and undone her ſelf - 

Some young Fellow, oa my Conſcience, that's a Beggar 3 Ry 
Youth will not be advi9dswell Ile never meddle more with Girls; 
One is no more aflur'd of 'um than Grooms of Mules, they] 
ſtrike when leaſt one thinks on't : but pray your Lordihip, what 
is her choice then for an Husband £ | 

Lord. She is-not married thit I know of, Madam. 'J | 

Le. Not married 1 *tis impoſlible, the Girl does ſure abuſe 
you. I know her Education has-been fuch, the fleſh could not 
prevail ; therefore ſhe does abuſe you, it muſt be fo. 

Lord. Madam, notto abuſe you longer, ſhe is with Child, and 
I the unfortunate man who did this moſt unlucky ad. 

La. You ! Vle never believe 1t. | 

Lord. Madain; 'tistoo true ; believeit, and be ſerious how to 
hide her ſhame 3 I beg it here upon my knees. 


La. Oh, oh, oh. [ She faints away. 
Lord. Who's there £ who's there? help, help, help. 


. Enter two Women, Roſe, Penelope. 
1 Foz. O merciful God, my Lady's gone |! 
2 Worm. Whither? E712 
1 Womz. To Heaven, God knows, to Heaven. 
Roſe. Rub her, rub her ; fetch warm Cloaths. 


2 Worms. | fay, run to the Cabinet of Quinteſſence; Glberts 
Water, Gzlberts Water. 


R 1 Wozz. Now all the good Folks of Heaven'look down upon 
er. | pen ITT XG 


Mill. Sether in the Chair. 


Roſe. Open her mouth with a D K ip 
where's Fu oohoes e aggcr Or A cy p, pOUTr, pour, 


2 Wore. She (tirs, ſhe revives, merciful to us all, what a thing 
was this / ſpeak, Lady, ſpeak. 
La. So, ſo, fo. 


44. Alas, my Lord, how came this fit 2 

Lord. With Sorrow, Madam. 

La. Now I ambetter : Beſs, you have not ſeen me thus. 

i ox, Heav'n foreſend that 1 ſhould live to ſee you ſo agen. 
i; 
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Le. Go, go, Im pretty well 3 withdraw into the next Room; 
but be near I pray, for fear of the worſt. [ They go ont. 
---My Lord, fit down near mel pray, Ile ſtrive to ſpeak,a few 
ey] words to you, and then to bed,----nearer----, my voice is faint.--- 
7lat My Lord, Heaven knows how I haveever lov'd you ; and is this 

my 1-ward ? hid you none to abuſe but me in that unfortunate 

| fond Git! tat you know was dearer to me than ry life? this 

buſe was not Love to her, but an inveterate malice to poor me. Oh, 
not oh.----- | Faints again. 
Lord. Help, help, help. 

and All the Women again. 
I Worm, This fit will carry her : alas it isa Lechery ! 
2 Worz, The Ballom, the Balſom / 


wto 1 #/oman. No, no, the Chymiſtry Oyl of Roſemary : hold her 
up, and give her Air. 


| Mill. Feel whether ſhe breathes, with your hand before her 
- | Mouth. 


Roſe. No, Madam, 'tis Key-cold. | 

I Wor. Look up, dear Madam, if you have any hope of Sal- 
vation / 

2 Wor. Hold up your finger, Madam, & you have any hope of 
Fraternity. O the bleſſed Saints that hear me not, take her Mor- 
tality to them. 

_ La. Enough, fo, 'tis well, -----withdraw , and let me reſt a 
while 3 only my dear Lord remain. 

1 Worms. Pray your Lordſhip keep her from ſwebbing. 

[ Exeunt Women. 
Lord. Here humbly once again, I beg your pardon and your 
_ help. 
pour, Lo. Heaven forgive you, and I do: ſtandup, my Lord, and 
fit cloſe by me : O this naughty Girl! but did your Lordſhip 
thing win her foon ? 

Lord. No, Madam, but with much difficulty. 

La. I'm glad on't; it ſhew'd the Girl had fome Religion 1n 
her, all my Precepts were not in vain : but you men are 1travge 
temptersz good my Lord, where was this wicked act ehcon fult 
committed & 

agen- Lord, in an out-room upon a Trunk, . 
F f 4, 
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: does Io 
4. Poor Heart, what ſhift Love makes / Oh ſhe ve 
Ws dearly, though to her ruine l and then _ = my Lord? 

Lord. An old waſte Room, with a decay d Bed nt. 

14. Out upon that dark Room for deeds of darkneſs / 
and that rotten Bed ! I wonder it did hold your Lordfhips yj- 

/ | ith the Girl, Wecll, you ſhall ſee 
gour © but you dealt gently wit "bers n 
Llove you : for | will manage this buſineſs to both Four a Vane 
tages, by the aſſiſtance of Heaven I will ; good my Lord help, 
icad me out. [Exennt. 
Warner, Roſe. : 

Roſe. A miſchief upon all Fools ! do you think your Maſter 
has not done wiſely ? firſt to miſtake our old mans humour, then 
to diſpraiſe the Plays3 and laſtly, to diſcover his Acquaintance 
with my Miſtreſs : my old Maſter has taken ſuch a Jealoufie of 
him, that he will never admit him into his (ight again. 

Warn, Thou mak'ſt thy ſelf a greater Fool than he, by be- 
ing angry at what he cannot help.----I have been angry with him 
too ; but theſe friends have taken up the quarrel.----[ Shews gold. 
Look you he has ſent theſe Mediators to witigate your wrath < 
hereare twenty of 'um have made along Voyage from Ginny to 
kiſs your hands ; and when the Matchis made, there are an hun- 
dred more 10 readineſs to be your humble Servants, - 

Roſe. Rather then fall out with you, Fle take 'um 3 but I com- 
feſsit troubles me to ſee lo loyal a Lover have the heart of an 
Emperour, 2nd yet (carce the brains of a Cobler. 

Warn. Well, what devicecan we two beget betwixt us, to (e- 
| Parate Sir Johz Swal/ow and thy Miſtreſs £ 

Roſe. I cannot on the ſudden tell ; 
foul weather without a Coach. 

Warn. Thenlle fee if my proje& will be luckier than thine. 
arp _ the Papers concerning the Joynture | have heard you 

peak of : | 


Roſe. They lye within in three great Bags, ſome twenty Reams 
of Paper in each Bundle, with fix lines in a ſheet : but there 1s 4 
little Paper where all the buſineſs lyes, 

Warn. Whereis it £ canſt thou help meto it £ 

Roſe. By good chance he gavelt to my cuſtody before he ſet 
out tor London, 


out | ndon, You came in good time. here it Is, I was carry- 
2ng it to him 3 Juſt now he ſear for it, Wart. 


but I hate him worſe than 
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Wars;So, this 1 will ſecure in my- Pocket ::. when thou art 
ask'd for it, make two or three bad faces, and fay, 'twas left be- 
hind - by this-means he mult of neceflity leave the Town, to ſee 
for it in Kert. 


Enter Sir John, Sir Martin, Ars. Myll. 


Sir John. Tis no matter, though the old man be ſuſpicious ; 
I knew the ſtory all beforehands and fince then you have 
fully ſatisk'd me of your true friendſhip to me---- Where are the 
Writings? [ To Roſe. —_ 

Roſe. Sir, I beg yaur pardon; I thought I had put 'um up 
amongſt my Ladys things, and it feems in my haſte 1 quite forget 
'um, and left um at Canterbury. 

Sir John. This is horribly unlucky } where do you think you 
left 'um £2 . cd PA Wo CRE 
. » Roſe, Upon the great Box in my Ladys Chamber theyare 
ſafe enough I'me ſure. EI Ep 9, 

Sir Johs, It muſt be fo----I muſt take Poſt immediately 
Madam, for ſome few days I muſt be abſent 3 
And to confirm you, friend, how much I truſt you, 
L leave the deareſt Pledge Ihave on Earth, 
My Mittreſs, to your care. 

Mill. If you lov'd me, you would not take all occaſions ta 
leave me thus! | 

Warn. aſide. Do, go to Kent, and when you come again, 


Here they are ready for you. [ Shows the Papers 
Sir Mart. What's that you have in your hand there, 
Sirrah £ 


Warn. Pox, what ill luck was this ! what ſhall I ſay ? 

Sir Mart. Sometimes you've tongue enough, what are you 
ſtlent? | pf Og "hb 

Warn. 'Tis an Accompt, Sir, of what Money you have loſt 
iince you came to Town. | 

Sir Mart. I'm very glad on't : now Ile make you all fee the 
ſeverity ot my Fortune,----give me che Paper. 

Warn. Heaven! what docs he mean to do, it is not fair writ 
out, Sir © | I 
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$i Jobs, Beſides, I am inhaſte, anothertime, Yip . 


pre love to be pity'd in their Misfortunes, andſo'do'l ; Gill. you 
produce it, Sirrah ? 

Warn. Dear Maſter ! 

Sir Mart. Dear Raſcal 1 am F'Maſter or you ? you Rogue / 

Wars. Hold yet, Sir, and let me read it;----you cannot read 
wy hand. DS TRs UPS SSL 

Sir Mart. This is ever his way to be diſparaging me,----but 
Fle let you ſee, Sirrah, that I can read your hand better than you 
your ſelf can, - = E429 | 

Warn. You'l repent it, there's a trick-iti't, Sirgs--- 

"ir Mart. Is there fo, Sirrah? but Pte bring you ofntof all your 
Tricks with a Vengeance to you,----= | Reads, 
How now! what's this 2 A true particular of-'the 'Eftate of 
Sir John Swallow Knjghr, lying and fcituate 1n, &c. 

* Sir Jobs. This is the Jery Paper had l6ft 2" T'im [Taker the 
very glad on't, it hasſay'd me a moſt unwelcome Jour- Paper. } 
ney,----but I will not thank you for the Courteſte, which! now I 
find you never did intend me----this is Confederacy, I ſmoak it 
now----Come, Madam, Jet me wait on you to your Father. 

Mill. Well, of a witty man, this was the'fooliſheſt part'that 
ever I beheld. GEE DEEP: 
[ Exeunt Sir John, Milliſent, and Roſe. 

Sir Mart. T ama Fool, I muſt confeſs it, and I amr the moft mt- 
ſerable'one without thy help,----but yet-it 'was- ſuct'#\niftake as 
any man might have made, | «BALL 7 

Warn. No doubt on't. PDT MRETD! 175 PINE TED 

Sr Mart. Prethee chide me / this indifference of thine wounds 
me to the heart. 

Warn. 1 care not. | 

Sir Mart. Wilt thou not help me for this once ? 


Warn. Sir, 1 kiſs your hands, I have other buſineſs. 
Sir Mart. Dear Warner! 


Warn. lam inflexible. 
Sir Mart. Chen tamrefolv'd Fle kill my ſelf. 
Warr. You are Maſter of your own Body. 
Sr Mart. Will youlct me damn wy Soul ? 
Farms 


'ars 
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rare, At your pleaſure, as the Devil and you can agree about 


It. 


Sir Mart, D'ye ſee the points ready ? will you do nothing to 
ſave mv life ? 

Warn. Not in the leaſt. 

Sir Mart. Farewel, hard-hearted Warwxer, 

Warn, Adiecu ſoft-headed Sir Martir. 

Sir Mart. Is it poflible £ 

Warn. Why don't you diſpatch, Sir why all theſe Pream- 
bles ? 

Sir Mart. Tie ſee thee hang d firſt - I know thou wou'd(ſt have 
me kilid,to get my Cloaths. 

Warn. I knew it was but a Copy of your Countenance; people 
in this Age arenot ſo apt to kill themſelves. 

Sir Mart. Rereare yet ten Pieces in my Pocket, take *em, and 
let's be friends. | 

Warn. You know the Eas'nefs of my Nature, and that makes 
you work upon it fo- Well, Sir,----for this once 1 caſt an Eye 
of pity on you,----but I muſt have ten more in hand, before I can 
{tir a foot. | 

Sir Mart. As Tam a true Gameſter, 1 have loſt all but theſe, 
---- but if thou'lt lend me them, lie give 'em thee agen. 

Pars. Vle rather truſt you till to morrow, 
Once more look vp, 1 bid you hope the belt. 
Why fhouid your folly make your Love miſcarry, 
Since mea firlt play the Fools, and then they marry? {[ Exenn. 
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Enter Sir Martin and Warner. - 


» 
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Sir Mart. JD) UT are they to be married:this day in-private, 
ſay you? PLEAD _ 
Warn. 'Tis ſo concluded, Sir, I dare aflure you. 

Sir Mart. But why ſo ſoon, and in private f _— 

" Warr. So ſoon,to prevent the deſigns upon herz and in private, 
tolave the cffuſion of Chriſttan Money. ; © - 

Sir Mart: It ſtrikes to my.heart already ; in fine, Tama dead 
man.----Warner. + IS, 

Warn. Well, go your ways, Vie try what may be done. Look 
if he will ſtir now 3 your Rival andthe Old man will fee us toge- 
ther, we are juſt below the Window. 

Sir Mart. Thou can'ſt not do't. 
Warn. On the peril of my twenty pieces be it. 
Sir Mart. But [ have found a way to help thee out, truſt to 
my wit but once. 
Warn. Name your wit,orthink you have the leaſt grain of wit 
once more, and 1'e lay it down for ever. 
| Sir Mart. You are a ſawcy maſterly Companion , and fo 1 
| leave you. | x [ Exit. 
Warn, Help, help, good People; Murther, Murther / 


Enter Sir John and Moody. 


Sir John &- Mood. How now, what's the matter £ 


. Warn. lamabusd, I am beaten. I amlam'd for ever 
3g! Mood. Who has us'd thee fo 2 


Warn. The Rogue my Maſter. 
Sir John. What was the Offence 2 
Warr. Atrifle, juſt nothing. 
Sir 7ohz. That's very {trange. 
7:-+ Ut was for telling him he Joſt too much at Play; I 
meant 


e- 


to 
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meant him nothing but well, Heaven knows, and he in a curſed 
damn'd humour would needs revenge his lofles upon. me: A' 
kick'd me, took away my money, and turn'd me off ; but if 1 
take it at his hands 

Mood. By Cox nowns it was anill-naturd part, nay, thought 
no better could come on't, when I heard him at his Vow to Gads, 
and in fines. | | | 

Warn. Butt I live Flecry quittance with him: he had engag'd 
me to get Mrs. Mil/iſent your Daughter for him 3 but if I do not 
all that ever Ican to make her hate him, a great Booby, an over- 
grown Oafe, a conceited Bartlemew,----- 

Sir John. Prethee leave off thy Choler, and hear me alittle : 
I have had agreat mind to thee a long time, if thou think'(t my 
Service better than his, from this miaate | entertain thee. 

Warn, With all my heart, Sir, and fo much the rather, that [ 
may ſpight him with it. ----- This was the moſt Propitious 
Fate.---- a 

Mood. Propitious! and Fate / what a dama'd Scander-bag- 
Rogue art thou to talk atthis rate / Hark you, Sirrah, one word 
more of this Gibberiſh, and Fle ſet you packing trom your new 
Service 3 I'le have neither Propttious nor Fate come within my 
doors. | 

Sir John. Nay, pray Father.----- | 

Warn. Good old Sir be pacified : I was pouring out T little of 
the dregs that I had left in me of my former Service, and now 
they are gone, my ſtomach's clear of 'em. 

Sir John. This Fellow is come in a happy hour ; for now, Sir, 
you and | may goto prepare the Licence, anc tn the-mean time 
he may have an Eye upon your Daughter. os 

Warn, Ifyou pleaſe Vie wait upon her till ſhe's reacy, and ther 
Dring her to what Church you hall appoint, | | 

Mood. But, Friend, you'l find ſhe'} tang an Arte, and be very 
0th to comealong with you , and therefore | had belt {tay be- 
hind, and bring her my (cif. | | | 

arg. | warrant you Ihave a trick tor that, Sir: ſhe knows 
gotning of my being turn'd away : lo Le come to her: 45 frorm 
Sir Aartin, and under pretenve of cartying her t- him, confuty 
ACT TO You, ASE cs | Sr Ok 
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Sir John. My better Angel 
Mood. By th' meſs 'twas well thought onz well Son, £2 you 

before, I'le ſpeak but one word for a Diſh or two at Dinner, and 

follow you to the Licence-Office. Sirrah----ſtay you here---= 
till my return. [ Ex. Sir John and Mondy, 
Warn. ſolus, Was there ever ſuch a lucky Rogue as 1 { 1 had 
always a good opinion of my wit, but could never think 1 had fo 
much as now [ find. I have now gained an opportunity to carr 
away Miſtreſs MViſent for my Maſter, to get his Miſtreſs by 
means of his Rival, to receive all his happineſs, where he could 
expet nothing but miſery : after this exploic I will have Zily 
draw me in the habit of a Hero, with a Lawrel on my Temples, 


and an Inſcription below it, This is Warner the flower of Serving- 
Wen. 


Enter Meſlenger. 


Meſſ. Pray do me the favour to help me to the ſpeech of Mr. 
Hoody. 


Warn. What's your buſineſs 2 
Meſſ. 1 have a Letter to deliver to him, 


Warn. Here he comes, you may deliver it your ſelf to him, 
Aſeſ]. Sir, a: Gentleman met mie at the corner of the next 
Street, and bid me give this into your own hands. 
; Mood. Stay friend, till I have read it. 


Meſſ. He told me, Sir, it required no Anſiver, [ Ex.Meſl, 


Mood. reads. Sir, permit me, though 4 ſtranger . to give you 
counſel; ſome young Gallants have had intelligence, that this day 
yon intend privately to marry your Daughter, the rich Heireſs 3 and 


in fine, above twenty of them have diſperſed themſelves to watch ber 
ar; mw : therefore put it off, if you will avoid miſchief, and be ad- 
V2jJec y | 


Tour unknows Servant. 


400d. By the Mack I h 4 ny 
when I ſaw in fine ngs, I thought there was no good int, 


there; there are ſome Papiſhes, I'le warrant, 
that lye in wait for 


my Daughter, or elſe they are no Engliſhmen 
but ſome of your French Outalion-Roguesz I owe him thavks 


how- 


Ir. 
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however,this unknown Friend of mine, that told me on't: 
Warzer, n> Wedding to day, Warner. 
Warn. Why, what's the matter, Sir 2 q 

00d. 1 ay no more, but ſome wiſer than ſome, Ile keep m' 
Daughter at home this Afternoon, and a fig for all theſe Out- 
allans. [Exit Moody. 

... Warr. So, here's another Trick of Fortune as unexpe&ed for 
bad, as the other was for good. Nothing vexes me, but that I 
had made my Game Cock-ſure, and then to be back-gammior'd : 
it muſt needs be the Devil that writ this Letter, he ow'd my 
Maſter a ſpight, and has paid him to the purpoſe - and here he 
comes as merry too, he little thinks what mis- [ Enter Sir Martin 
fortune has befal'n him, and for my pattT am laughing] _ 

aſham'd to tell him. Ss 

Sir Mart. Warner, {uch a Jeſt, Warner. 

Warn. What a Murrain is the matter, Sir £ 
Where lyes this Jeſt that tickles you £ wy G 

Sir Mart. Let me laugh out my laugh, andI'le [_Lawvghs agen, 
tell thee. 

Warn. I wiſh you may have cauſe for all this mirth. 

Szr Mart.  Hereafter, Warner, be it known unto thee, I-will 
endure no more toibe thy May-game - 'thou ſhall no more dare 
to tell me, I ſpoil thy projets, and diſcover thy deſigns ; for I 
have play'd ſucha Prize, without thy help, of my own Mother- 
wit (tis trueI am haſty ſometimes, and ſodo harm 3 but whenl 
have a-mind to ſhew my ſelf, there's no man in Ezgland, though [ 
ſay't, comes near me as to point of imagination ) Ile make thee 
acknowledge I have laid a Plot that has a foul in't. 

Warr. Pray, Sir, keep me no longer in ignorance of this rare 
Invention. | 

Sir Mart. Know then, Warner, that when I left thee, I was 
poſſeſt with a terrible fear, that my Miſtrefs ſhould be married : 
well, thought I to myſelf, and muſtring up all the Forces of my 
Wit, I did produce ſuch a Stratagem. 

Warn. But what was It ? 

Sir Mart, 1 feign'd a Letter as from an unknown Friend to 
Moody, wherein L gave him to underſtand, that if 'his Daughter 
went Out this Afternoon, fhe would infallibly be ſnape by fo 


d 


[Laughs agen. 
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young Fellows that lay in wait for her, 
Warn. Very good. ; 


Sir Mart. That which follows is, yet better z for he ſent af. 
ſares me, that in that very nick of time my Letter came, her Fa. 


ther was Juſt ſending her abroad with a very. fooliſh raſcally 
fellow that was with him. 


Warn. And did you perform all ghis ,a'gods'name.?: could you 


'&o this wonderful miracle without, your ſoul tothe Devil for his 
help? _ | | 


Sir Mart. 1 tell thee man I didit, and it-was done by the help 
of no Devil, but this familiar of my own brain ; bow long would 


it have beene're thou couldeſt have thought of ſuch a projed ? 
Martinſaid to his man, -#ho's the foolwow 2? , ++ __ 
Warn,- Who's the fool? why, who uſe to be the fool ? he that 
ever was ſince 1 knew him, and ever will be ſo 1- 
Sir Mart. Whata Pox? I think thou art 


- 1 thin grown «envious, not 
one word in my commendatipns ? uh BEN Fennel oy 


£-.42-T399 = Or 6 : 

Warp, Faith Sir, my $ki}] is tgo. little toipraile you.as you de- 
Ce Fat you ould have It Korres ay pak rote ability, 
you are onethat had a knock in your Cradle, a conceited:lack- 
wit, a defigning Aſs, a hair-brain'd Fop, a canfounded-bulle 
brain, with an eternal Wind-oull init 3; this/101 ſhort, Sir, is the 
Contents of your Panegyrick. _, _. Pb bo [194.4 

Sir Mart, But what the Devil have I done, to ſet youthus 
againſt me £ | n 


"Warn. Only this, Sir, I was the fooliſh raſcally fellow that was 
with 4 


vith Moody, and your Worſhip was he to whom I was to brivg: 
his Daughter. ES | ', ofy | | : : 

Sie Mart. y how could [ know this? Iam no Witch. 

arn. No, le be ſworn for you. vou Jurer.'. 

Will you go birs you, you areno conjurer 
Sir Mart, Will you hear my juſtifications? 

Warn, Shall Iſce the back of you? ſpeak not a 
defence. ' | 


oe Y 


| Ys / © 38, 
word in your 
| = | Shoves him. 
Sir Mart. This 1s the ſtrangeſt luck now---- | Exit, 
Warn. I'm reſo 


, 1 olv'd this Devil of his, ſhall never weary: me 
I will overcome hi 


4 WI OVEICOome him, I will inveni ſomcthipy that ſhall 4 
in ſpight of hisfolly. Lit me 7 ivg that tha ſtand goo 


" 8 


Enter 


(41) 
Enter Lord. 

Lord, Here he is----I muſt venture on him, for the tyranny of 
this old Lady is unfupportable, fince I have made her my confi- 
dent, there paſſes not an hour but ſhe has a pull at my Purſe- 
rings I ſhall be ruio'd if I donot quit my ſelf of her ſuddenly: 
I find now, by ſad experience, that a Miſtreſs is much more 
chargeable than a Wife, and afcer a little time too, grows ful! as 
dull and inſignificant. Mr. Warrer | have you a mind to dc your 
{elf a courteſte, and me another ? 

Warn. I think, my Lord, the Queſtzon need not be much di- 
ſputed, for Thave always had a great ſervice for your Lordſhip, 
and fore hittle kincoeſs for my ſelf. 

Lord. What,if ycu ſhould propoſe Miſtreſs Chriſtian as a Wife 
to yuu: Mafler? you know he's never like to compatis t'other. 

Warn. leatinot tell that my Lord ---- 

Lord. 5001. are yours at day of marriage. 

Warn, 5001. *tis true, the temptation is very ſweet, and pow- 
erful; the Devfl I confeſs has done his part, and many a good 
Murder and Treaſon have been committed at a cheaper rate 
but yet—— 

Lord, What yet . 

Warn, To confeſs the truth, I am reſolv'd to beſtow my Ma- 
ſter upon that other Lady (as difficultly as your Lordſhip thinks 
it) for the honour of my wit is ingag'd init will 1t not be the 
ſame to your Lordſhip were ſhe married to any other © 

Lord. The very fame. £2 

Warn. Come my Lord, not to difſemble with you any longer, 
I know where lt is that your Shoe wcings you : I have obſerv'd 
ſomething in the Houſe, betwixt ſome parties that ſhall be name- 
leſs : and know that you have been taking up Linncnat a much 
dearer rate, than you might have had it at any Drapers 1n 
Town. | 

Lord. I fe! have not danc'd ina Net beiore you. . 

Wirn, As forthit 0j4 Lady, whom Hell contound, ſhe 1s the 
great} Jil in Natire, cheat is her (tudy, all her joy to cofen, 
ſhe loves nuthing buther ſelf, and draws all lines to that corrupt- 
ed centre. 


Lord. I have found h-r out, thoughlate : firſt, I'le undertake 
G l n'se 
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{ rnere en;oy'd her Neice under the rate of 500 L. atimes never: 
was woraans Aefk held up fo high : every night! find out for a 
new maidenhead, andfſhe has (old it me as often as ever mother 
Temple, Bennet, or Gifford, have put off boil'd Capons for Quails 
2nd Partridges. » . | 
Ware. This is nothing to. what Bills you 1 have when ſhe's 
brought to bed, after her hard bargain, as they call it 3 then 
cram'd Cxpons, Pea-hens, Chickens 1n the greaſe, Pottages, and 
Frigacies, Wine from Shatling, and La-fronds, with New River, 
clearer by fix pence the pound than ever God Almighty made 
itz then Midwite---Dry-Nurſe--- Wet-Nurſe---and all the reſt 
of their Accomplices, with Cradle, Baby-Clouts, and Bearing- 
Cleaths----Poſlets, Cawdels, Broth, Jellies, and Gravies 3 and 
behind all theſe, Gliſters, Suppoſiters, and a barbarous Pothe- 


cary's Bill; more inhumane than a Taylors. 
Lord. \\weat to think ont. 


Warn. Well my Lord! chearup/! I have found a'way to rid 
you of it all, within a ſhort time you ſhall know more 3 yonder 
appears a young Lady whom I muſt needs ſpeak with, pleaſe > 


you go inand prepare the o1d Lady and your Miltreſs, 
Lord, Good luck, and 500l. attend thee. 


# 


{ Exit. 
Enter Milliſent and Roſe above. 


Mill. 1 am refolv'd Vle never marry him! 
Roſe.. So {4x you are right, Madam. 


Mill. But how to hinder it, I cannot poſſibly tell ! for my Fa- 
ther preſſes me to it, and will take no denial : wou'd I knew 


ſome way ——— 


Warn. Madam, Tle teach you the Yery neareſt, for I have juſt 
now found it out, | | 


Roſe. Are you there, Mr, Littleplot 2 
Ware. Studying to deſerve thee, Roſe, by my diligence for thy 


Lady Iſtand here, methinks, juſt likea wooden Mercury, to 


point her out the way to Matrimony. 


Roſe. Or, Serving-man like, ready to carry up the hot meat for 
your Maſter, and then to fall upon the coid your {clf. 


Warn. | know got what you cal! the cold, but 1 believe I het 
fin 
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and warm work ont : in the firſt place then I muſt acquaint you, 
that I have ſeemingly put off my Maſter, aod entred my ſelf into 
Sir Joh»'s {crvice. | \ 
MG]. Moſt excell. nt / 
Warn. And thrivnon, Eat baſe---- | Enter Moody 
Mill. Somerhing vic wonltd tell us, but ſee what luck's here ? 
Mood. HB ww nov. Sir at? are you fo great there already £ 
Mill. 1 find my F:ther's jealous of him {till / 
Warn, Sir, I was only tcac':ing my young Lady a new Song, 
and if you pleaſe you ſhail hear it, 


SINGS. 


Hake ready fair Lady to night, 
An.i ji4*.4 .t the Door below, 
For I 1-1 be there 
To recetve yuh with care, 
And 5 your tri: Love you ſhall go. 


Mood. Ods Bobs r1l:is is very pretty. 
Mill. 1, to is che Lady's Anſwer too, if I could but hit on't. 


SINGS. 


And when the Stars twinckle ſo bright, 
Then down tothe Door will I creep, 

To my Love Twill jlye, 

E're the jealous can ſpye, 
And leave ny old daddy aſleep. 


Mood. Podikins I like not that fo well, to coſen her old Fa*- 
ther; it may be my own caſe another rime. 

Roſe. Oh Madam! yonder's your Perſecutor return'd. 

Enter Sir John. 

Mill. Vie into my Chamber to avoid the {:ght of him as lorg 
as 1 can; Lord ! that my old doting Father ſhould throw me 
away upon ſuch an Ignoramus, and deny me to ſuch a Wit as ir 
Martin, [ Ex. Mill. and Roſe from above. 
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Mood, O Son! here has been the moſt villainous Tragedy 
ainlt you. 

th” Joby, What Tragedy ? has there been any blood ſhed 

ſince 1 went F 
Mood. No blood ſhed, but, as I told you, a moſt damnable 

Tragedy. 
ww. A Tragedy! Ile be hang'd if he does not mean a 

Stratagem. 

Ae, Jack Sawce ! if I ſay it isa Tragedy, It {hall be a Tra- 
gedy in ſpight of you, teach your Grandham how to Plſs----- 
what----I hope I am old enough to ſpought Engliſh with you 
Sir © 

Sir Jobn, But what wasthe reaſon you came not after me ? 

Mood. 'T was well I did not, Ile promiſe you, there were 
thoſe would have made bold with Miſtreſs Bride ; an' if ſhe had 
ſtir'd out of doors, there were Whipſters abroad 1'faith, Pad- 
ders of Maiden-heads, that would have truſs'd her np, and pick'd 

the lock of her affeCtions, ere a man could have ſaid, what's this: 
but by good luck-T had warning of it by a friends Letter. 

Sir John. The remedy for all ſuch dangers is eafie, you may 
{cnd fora Parſon» and have the buſineſs diſpatch'd at home. 

Mood. A match, i'ftaith, do you provide a Domine, and le go 
te}l her our refolutions, and hearten her up againſt the day of , 
battel. [ Exit. 

Sir John. Now I thiok on't, this Letter muſt needs cone from 
Sir Martin, a Plot of his, upon my life, to hinder our marriage. 

Warn, I (ce, Sir, you'l ſt:l] miſtake him fora Wit; but] am 
much deceiv'd, if that Letter came not from another hand. 

Sir John. From whom I prithee ? 

Warn, Nay, for that you ſhall excuſe me, Sir, I do not love 
to make a breach betwixt perſons that are to be ſo near related. 
OM John. Thou ſeem'ſt to imply that my Miſtreſs was in the 

ot. 

Warns. Can you make a doubt on't ? do You not know ſhe 
ever lovd him, and can you- hope ſhe has ſo ſoon forſaken 
him? you way make your ſelf miſcrablc, if you pleaſe, by 
luch a marriage. 


Sir john. When ſhe is once wine, her Vertue will ſecure we- 
v7 WW ar#- 
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Warn. Her Vertue / 

$ir John. What, do you make a moek on't ? 

Warn. Not I, I zfſure you, Sir, I tkink it no ſuch jelting mat- 
tET. 

Sir John. Why, is ſhe not honeſt F 

Warn. Yesin my Conſcience is ſhe, for Sir Martin's Tongue's 
no {lander, 

Sir John. But does ſhe ſay tothe contrary ? 

Warn. If one would believe himpwhich for my part I do not, 
he has in a manner confels'd it to me. 

Sir Jobn, Hell and Damnation /----- 

Warn, Courage, Sir, never vex your elf, I'le warrant you'tis 
all a Lye. 

| Sir Jobn. But how ſhall I be 'furd 'tis fo £ 

Warn, When you are married-you'l ſoon maketryal, whether 
ſhe be a Maid or no. | 

Sir John. 1 donotlove to make that Experiment at my own 
colt. 

Warn, Then you muſt never marry. 

Sir John. 1, but they have ſo many tricks to cheat a man, which 
are entayl'd from Mother to Daughter through all Generations, 
there's no keeping a Lock for that Door tos which every one 
has a Key, 

tarn. As for Example, their drawing up their breaths with 
Oh ! you hurt me, cao Fou be ſo cruel] © then the text day ſhe 
{teals a Viſit to her Lover, that did yuu the Courtche before- 
hand, and io private tells him how ſhe cozened youu twenty to 
one 3 but ſhe takes out another Leilon with him to practiſe the 
ncxt might. 

$:r John, All this while miſerable I muſt be their May-game. 

Warn, Tis wzll if you elc2pe ſo; for commonly he (ſtrikes in 
with you. and becomes your triend. 

Sir John. Leliver me. from ſuch a friend that ſtays behind 
wich my Wife, wheo 1 giru on my Sword to go abroad. 

Warn, 1, there's your man, Sir; belides he wiil be tureto watch 
your haunts, and tell her of them, that 1t ogcalion be, ſhe may. 
have wherewithal to recriminate : at leaſt {he will teem to be 
jealous of you, and who would luſpect a jealous Wite ? | 

< 32" 
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vir John. All manner of wayslI am moſt miſerable. 

Warr. But if ſhe be not a Maid when you marry her, ſhe ma 
make a good Wite afterwards, 'tis but imagining you have taken 
ſuch a mans Widow, ; 

Sir John. If that were all ; but the man will come and claim 

er again. 
Y Wis. Examples have been frequent of thoſe that have been 
wanton, and yet afterwards take up. 

Sir John. 1, the ſame thing they took up before. 

Warn, The truth is, an honeſt ſimple Girl that's Ignorant of all 
things, maketh the beſt Matrimony : There 18 ſuch pleaſure in 
ioftructiog her, the beſt is, there's not one Duncein all the Sex; 
ſuch a one with a good Fortune.----- 

Sir Jobn, 1, but where is ſue, Warner £ 

Warn, Near enough, but that you are too far engag'd. 

Sir Jobn. Engag'd to one that hath given me the earneſt of 
Cuckoldom before-hande 

Warn, What think you then of Mrs. Chriſtian here in the 
houſe ? There's 50001. and a better penny. 

Sir John. I, but is ſhe Fool enough ? 

Warr. She's none of the wiſe Virgins, I can aſſure you. 

Sir Jokn. Dear Warner, ſtep into the next Room, and in- 
 veigle her out this way, that I may ſpeak to'her. 

Warn. Remember above all things, you keep this Wooing ſe- 
cret 5 if it takes the leaſt wind, old 24o0dy will be ſure to hinder 
Its 

Sir Jobn. Do'ſt thou think I ſhall get her Aunts Conſent ? 

Warr. Leave that to me. [ Exit Warner. 

Sir John. How happy a man ſhall I be, if I can but compaſs 
this! and what a Precipice have 1 avoided / then the revenge 
to0 150 fweet to fteal a Wife unlec her Fathers noſe, and leave 


way in the lurch who has abus'd me sz well. {uch a Servant as this 
Warner's a Jewel. 


Enter Warner and Mrs. Chriſtian to him. 


3-; Is. Q i 

| 6-4 There theis, Sir. now I'le gotopre'.1re hr Aunt, 
4 ; john. Sweet M.ſtrefs, 1 am come to ward Upon y Vl, 
«7. Truly youarc too good to wait on me. 


Sr. 
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y Sir Job. Andin the Condition of a Suitor; 
n Chr. As how. forſooth £ 
Sir John. To beſo happy asto marry you. 
m_-/ Chr, O Lord, I would not marry for any thing ! 
Sir John, Why ? 'tis the honeſt end of Woman-kind. 
en Chr. Twenty years hence, forſooth : | would not lye in bed 


with a man for a world, th-ir beards it wil! fo prickle one. 
Sir John, Pah,----what an innocent Gul ir is, and very child ! 


all [ like » Colt that never yet was back'd; tor fo IT ſhall make her 
in what I liſt, and mould her asI will : L«rd / her innccercy makes 
x5 meJaugh my Checks all wet.----Sweer Lady.---- [ 4ſede. 


Chr, V's: but a Gentlewoman, forfocth, 


Sir John. Wc<ll then, {weet Miſtrels, if I get your Friends con- 
ſent, ſhull I have yours ? 


of Chr. My old Lady may do what ſhe will, forſooth, but by my 
truly, I hope ſhe will have more care of me, then to marry me 
he yet 5 Lord bleſs me, what ſhould Ido with a Husba nd #2 


Sir John. Weil, Sweet-heart, then inſtead of wooing you, I 
muſt wooe my old L.dy. 

Chr. Indeed, Gentl-min, my old Lady is married already: cry 
you mercy forſvoth, Ithink you are a Knight. 

Sir John. Happy in that Tile ovly to make you a Lady. 
He Chr. Believe me, Mr. Knight, I would not be a Lady, it makes 


yeſ Folks proud, and fo humerous, and fo 1!] Huſwifcs, forfooth. 
| Sir Johz. Vah,----ſhe's a B-by, the ſimpleſt thing that ever 
' yet [| knew; the havpiclt man ſhall b- in the world 3 for ſhould 
| have my wiſh, it ſhould be to keep Scho591, and teach the bipger 
FY Girls, and herein one my wilh it is ablulyv'd, 
ge Enter Lady Dupe. 
Nie La. Dups. By your leave, Sir: I hope this noble Knight will 
” make you happy, and you make him. 
Chr. What thould I make him ? | [ Siebing, 
La. Dupe. Marry, you ſhall make him happy in a good 1 ife, 
Chr. | will not marry, Madam. 
La. Dupe. You Fool! 
Sir Jobn. Pray, Madam, let me ſpeak with you, on my Soul 
pw ts the pretti'lt innocent'(t thing inthe world, 
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; Le Dupe. Indeed, Sir, ſhe knows little beſides her Work and 
hh her Prayers 3 bur Tle talk with the Fool. 
$f Sir Jobn. Deal gently with her, dear Madam. : 
WM La. Dupe. Come , Chriſtian, will not you marry this noble * 
|; Knight £ 
Kt Chr. Yes, y&, yes. ; 
La. Dupe. Sir, it ſhall be to night. 


Sir Joby, This innocence is a Dowry beyondall price. 
TE 7 [ Exeunt 01d Lady and Mrs. Chriſtian, 


[ Sobbingly. 


——_—_— . 
- - 


Enter Sir Martin and Sir John, uſing. 


Ke; | Sir Mart. You are very melancholy methinks, Sir. 
| Sir John. You are miſtaken, Sir, 

Sig Mart. You may diſſemble as you pleaſe, but Mrs, 240;. 
ſent lyes at the bottom of your Heart. 

Sir Jobn, My Heart, I aſſure you, has no room for ſo poor a 
Trifle. 

Sir Mart. Sure you think to wheadle me, would you have me 
imagine you do not love her? 

. Sir John. Love her! why ſhould you thmk me ſuch a Sot ? 
love a Proftitute, and infamous perſon /! 

Sir Mart. Fair and ſoft, good Sir John. 

Sir John. You ſee 1 am no very obſtinate Rival, I leave the 
field freeto you : go on, Sir, and purſue your good Fortune, and 
be as happy as ſuch 2 commoa Creature can make thee. 

Sir Mart. This 1s Hebrew-Greek to me; but I muſt tell you, 
Sir, I will not ſuffer my Divinity to be prophan'd by ſuch a 
Tongue as yours. 

Sir John, Bdlieve it; whate'reIſaylT can quote my Author for. 
Sir Mart, Finer, Sir, woever tld it you, ly'd in his Throat, 
d'you ce, 39.8 URPE, wn £08 (ee, In his fomach and his 
guts d'ye fee : tell te figs  c5.2mon perſon | he's a Son of a 
Whore that ſ21d it, and make hi; eat his words, thuugh he ſpoke 

Emin a privy houſe. 
Sr John. What if 2Werzer 101d me {% ? Ll kope you! grant him 
to be a competent Judge in ſack » bugs fs. ; | 
87r Mart. Did that preciou+ Kaicui ay it 2----Now I think ont 


3y” bat . . » . 
Lie not believe you : in fine, Sir, I'lc hold you aq even W ager he 
denies it. Sir 


and 


ble 


Ian, 


.* 
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Sir Jobs, Vle lay you ten to one, he juſtifies it to your face. 
Sir Mart. Tle make him giveup the Ghoſt under mv fiſt, if he 
does not deny ir. ” BASS 
Sir Join. Fle 


% -. 
% ,2 * - 
{r336 LO D&£f 


cat oil ins Fars upcn the S$250t, if he does not 
Enter Warner. 

Szr Mart, Hore he comes in Pudding-time to rcfolve the que- 
{:i0n : come hither, you lying Varlet , hoid up your hand at 
the Bar of Juſtice, ard anſwer me to what | ſhall d< mand. 

I/arn, What a Goodier is the matter, Sir £ | 

87r 2/:rt. Thou Spawn of the old Serpent, fruitful in nothing 
but in Lyes/! 

era. A very fair beginning this. 

Sir Aſ{art. Did{t thou dare to caſt thy Venom upon fuch a 
Saim as Mrs. Milliſert, to traduce her Vertue, and ſay it was 
adulterats # 

Wars, Not guity, my Lord. 

Szr art, | told you fo. 

Sir John, How, Mir.Raſcal ! have you forgot what you ſaid 
but now concerning Sir 244+tin and Virs. Milliſent ? Te ftop the 
Lye down your Throat, ii you dare deny te 

Sir Wart. Szy youſo! are you there agen 1 faith £ ; 

Warn. Fray pacihe your {c1f, Sir, 'twasa Plot of my own de- 
viſing. 

Sir Mart, Leave off your winking and your pinking, with a 
Hu. ſe-pox rye, Ile uni riftand none of it 3 tell mein plain Eng- 
liſh the truth of th- bufiuels « for an'you were my own Brother, 
you ſhould pay for it : bclye my Miltreſs ! what a Pox d ye 
think 1 have no ſenſe of Honour ? 

Warn. What the Devil's the matter w'ye ? either be at quiet, 
or Ve reſolve to take my heels, and be gone. . 

Sir Mart. Stop Thief there ! what did you think to ſcape the 
hand of Juſtice ? [Lays hold on 0199. 
The beſt on't is, Sirrah, your heels are not altogether lo D mb! 
as your toiigue. {Beats 0:22 

IVarn. Eclp ! Murder Murder ! 

Sir 44:rt. Confels, you Rogue, then. LE - 

rn. Hold your hands, 1 think the Devil's in you,-- +) +4 


I . 
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Sir Mart. And have you no body to deviſe it on but my Mi- 
ſtreſs, the very Map of Innocence? | | 
Sir John. Moderate your anger, good Sir Marty. 
Sir Mart. By your patience, Sir, le chaſtiſe him abundantly. 
Sir John, That's a little too much, Sir, by your favour,to beat 
him in my preſence. | 
Sir Mart, That's a good onei faith, your preſence ſhall hinder 
me from beating my own Servant. ; - 
Warn, O Traytor to all ſenſe and reaſon ! he's a going to dil- 
cover that too. 
Sir Mart. An'l had a mind to beat him to Mummy, he's my 
own, I hope. 
Sir John, At preſent I muſt tell you he's mine, Sir, 
Sir Mart. Hey-day ! herc's fine Jugling / 
Warn. Stop yet, Sir, you are juſt upon the brink of a Prect- 
pice. 


Sir Mart. What 1s't thou meaneſt now ?----a Lord ! my mind 
mi{-gives me I have done {ume fault, but would I were bang'd it 
I can find it out. | Aſede. 

Warn. There's no making him underſtand me. 

Sir Mart. Pox ont, come what will, Ile not be facd down 
withaLye; Iſfay he is wy man. 

Sir Jobs, Pray remember your ſelf better ; did not you turn 
him away for ſome fault lately, and laid a Livery of black and 
blew on his Back before he went F 

Sir Mart. The Devil of any fault, or any black and blew that 
I remember : either the Raſcal put ſome Trick upon you, or 

. you would upon me. 

Sir John, O, ho! then it ſecms the cudgelling and turning 
away were pure invention ; 1amglad I underſtand it. 

Str Mart. In five, it's all ſo damn'd a Lye. —— 


Warn, Alas! he has forgot it, Sir, good Wits, you know, have 
bad Memories. 

Sir John. No, no, Sir, that ſhall not ſerve your turn, you may 
return when you pleaſe to your old Maſter, | give you a fair diſs 
charge, and aglad man am to be ſo rid of you : were you there- 
abouuts 1faith? what a Snake had I entertain'd into my boſom ? 
tare you well, Sir, and lay your next Plot better between you, [ 
adyiſe you, {Exit Sir John. Warn. 
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Warn. Lord, Sir, how you ſtand ! as you were nip'd i'th'head: 
have you done any new piece of Folly, that makes you look ſo 
like an Als ? 

Sir Mart. Here's three pieces of Gold yet ; if I had the heart 
to offer it thee. [ Holds the Gold afar off trembling, 

Warn. NobleSir, what have I done to deſerve fo great a Li- 
berality ? I confeſs if you had beaten me for your own fault, if 
you had utterly deſtroyed all my projets, then it might ha'bin 
expected that ten or twenty pieces ſhould bave been offer'd by 
way of recompence and fatisfaCtion.----- 

Sir Mart. Nay, ou'you be fo full o'your Flowts, your Friend 
and Servant 3 who the Devil could tell the meaning of your ſigns 
and tokens, an you goto that £ 

Farn. You are no Aſs then? , 

Sir Mart. We<ll, Sir, to do you ſervice, d'ye fee, I am an AſG 
in a fair way 5 will that fatisfie you ? 

Warn. For this once produce thole three pieces, I am content- 
ed to receive that inconſfiderable tribute, or make 'em fx and I'le 
take the fault upon my ſelf. 

Sir Mart. Are we Friends then ? if we are, let me adviſe 


Warn. Yet adviſing,----- 

Sir Mart. For no harm, good Warner : but pray next time 
make me of your Counſce], let me enter into the bufineſs, inftru& 
me in every point, and then if I diſcover all, I am refolv'dto give 
over affairs, and retire from the world. 

Warr. Agreed, it ſhall be ſo ; but Jet us now take breath a 
while, then on agen. 

For though we had the worſt, thoſe heats were paſt, 
Wee' whip and ſpur, and fetch him up at laſt. [ Exeunt, 


H 2 ACT. 
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ATT v: 


Enter Lord, Lady Dupe, Miſtreſs Chriſtian, Role, 
* and Warner. 


Lord. Our promiſe is admirably made good to me, that Sir 
Y 756- Swallow ſhould be this night married to Mrs, 
Chriſtian3 inſtead of that, he is more deeply engag'd than ever 
with old Moody. 
Farr. | cannot help theſe ebbs and flows of fortune. 
La. D. lam ſure my Neice ſyfters moſt in't, he's come off to 
her with a cold Complement od, miſtake in his Miſtreſs 's Ver- 


tue, which he has now found out, by your Maſters folly, to be | 


a Plot of yours to ſeparate them. 


Chr, To be forſaken when a woman has given her conſent! 
Lord. *Tis the ſame ſcorn, as to have a Town render'd up, and 
afterwards {lighted; 


Roſe. You are a {weet youth, Sir, to uſe my Lady ſo, when 
ſhe depended on you 3 1s this the faith of Yalet de Chambre? I 
would be aſhamd to be ſuch a diſhonour to my profeſſion 3, it 
will rcflet upon us 1n time, we ſhall be ruin'd by your good ex- 
ample. 


Warn. As how my dear Lady Embaſladreſs? 


Roſe. Why, they ſay the women govern their Ladies, and you | 


governus : ſoit you play faſt and looſe, not a Gallant will bribe 


us for our good wills; the gentle Gain will now go to the Or- | 


dinary, which us'das duly to ſteal intoour hands at the ſtair-foot 
as into Mr. Doctors at par tmg. 


Lord. Night's come, and I exp*& your promiſe. 
La, D. tail with me if you think good, Sir, 
Chr, I give no more time. 


Roſe. Andit my Miitrefs go to bed a Maid to night---- 


=” _ * od | 
Warn, Hry-day | you are dealing with we, as they do with 


the Banquers, call inall your debrs together there's no poſiibt- 
lity of payment at this rate, but Vie ca for you all as faſt as 


z 


Cal, 
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can, I afſare you. 

La. Du. But you mult not think to pay us with falſe Money, as 
you have done hitherto. 

Koſe. Leaveoft your Mountebank tricks with us, and fall tg 
your bulineſs in good earneſt. 

Warn. Faith, and 1 will Roſe; for toconfeſs the truth, I am a 
kind of a Mountcbank, I have but one Cure for all your Diſeaſ-e, 
that 1s, that my Mr. may marry Miſtreſs 477/:ſert, for then Sir 
John Swallow will of himſelf return to Mrs, Chriſtian. 

Lord. He fays true, and therefore we mult all be he!ping to 
that deſign. 

Warz. Ile put you upon ſomething, give me but a thinking 
time. In thefirſt place, get a Warrant and Bailifs to arreſt Sir 
Jokn Swallow upon a promiſe of marriage to Miſtreſs Chriſtian. 

Lord. Very good. O 

La. D. We'll all ſwear it. 

Warn, | never doubted your Ladiſhip in the leaſt, Madam---- 
for the reſt we will conſider hereafter. 

Lord. Leave this to us. 

Warn, Roſe where's thy Lacy ? 

Mill. What have you to lay to her ? 

Warn. Only to tell you, Macam, | am going forward in t!.e 

reat work of projection. 

Mill. lknow not whether yeu will deſerve my thanks when 
the work's done. 

Warn. Madam, I hope you are uot become 1nditicrent to my 
Maſter. 

Mill. If he ſhould prove a focl aftcr all your crying up his wit, 
{ ſhall be a miſerable woman. 

Warn. A fool! that were a gocd jeſt faith : but how com: s 
your Ladiſhip to ſuſpect it? | 

Roſe. I have heard, Madam, your greatelt wits have cver a 
wwuch of madneſs and extravagance In them, ſo perhaps has he. 

Wars, There's nuthing mure diftant.than wit and iclly, yt 
like Eaſt and Welt, they may m-et 1n a port, and produce acti- 
ons that are but a hairs breadth from another, 

Roſe. Vie undertake he has wit enough to © ake on laugh at 
1m a whole diy together: He's a :nolt Comical puitou. 


[ Ex. Lord, La,D.Mi!l Cir. 
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Mill For all this I will not ſwear he 1s no fool; he has ſtill dif 
covered all your plots. $9 

Warn. O Madam. that's the common fate of your Machivili. 
ans, they draw their Defigos 10 ſubtile, that their very finencſ; 
breaks them. ; 

Aill. However I'm refolv'd to be on the ſure ſide, I will have 
certain proof of his wit before I marry him. _ | 

Warn, Madam, Ile give you one, he wears his cloaths like a 
great {Joven, ard that's a ſure ſign of wit, he neg]tCts his outward 


parts 3 beſides, he ſpeaks French, ſings, dances, plays uponthe 
Lute. 


Mill. Does he do all this, ſay you F 

Warn. Moſt divinely, Madam. 

Mill. 1 ask no more, then let him give me a Serenade immedi- 
ately ; but let him ſtand in the vitw, I'le not be cheated. 

Warn. He ſhall do't Madam : but how, the Devil knows------ 
for he ſings like a Scritch-Owle, and never touch'd the Lute. 

Mill. You'le fec't perform'd? : 


Farn, Now | think on't, Madam, this will but retard our en- 
terpriſe. | 


Mill. Either let him do't, or fee me no more. 

Warr. Well, it ſhall be done, Madam; but where's your Fa- 
ther? will not he over-hear it? 

Mill. As good hap is, he's below ftairs,talking with a Seaman, 
that has brought him news from the Eaſt-Tndies. 

Warn. What concernment can he have there ? 

Mill. He had a Baſtard-Son there, whom he Jov'd extreamly: 
but not having any news from him theſe many years, concluded 


him dead 3 this Son he expetts within theſe three days. 
Warn. When did he ſee him laſt £ 


Mill. Not fince he was ſeven years old. 


Warn. Aſudden thought comes into my head to make him 


appear before his time Ict my Maſter paſs for him, and by that 
IS ar may come 1nto the Houſe unſuſpeted by her Father, or 
IsRival. | 


Mill. According as he performs his Serenade, Ile talk with 
you---make haſte---I muſt retire alittle, [ Ex. Mill.fr-om above. 
Roſe. Ile inſtrut him moſt rarely, he ſhall never be found 


out; 


—- 
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out 3 but in the mean time, what wilt thou do with a Sercna l, 

Warn. Faith, I ama little non-plus'd on the ſudden by won 
warm conſolation from thy lips, Roſe, would (et my wits "v8 
ing again. 

Roſe. Adieu, Warzer. [ Exit. Roſe 

Warn, Inhumane Roſe, adieu. | 
Blockhead Warmer, into what a premunire haſt thou bro: ht ft}. + 
&If ? this 'tis to be ſo forward to promiſe for another--:-lur t11 + 
be Godfather to a Fool, to promiſe and vow he ſhould do any 
thing like a Chriſtian---- 


Fntcr Sir \lartin. 


Sir Mart. Why, how now Bully, in a Brown Study ? for my 
good I warrant it; there's tive ſhillings for thee, what, we mult 
encourage good wits ſometimes. 

#arn. Hang your white pelt : ſure, Sir, by your largeſs you 
miſtake me for Martin Parker, the Ballad-Maker; your cove- 
touſneſs has offended my Muſe, and quite dull'd her. 

Sir Mart, How angry the poor Devil1se in fine thou art as 
cholerick as a Cook by a Fire fide. 

Warn. | am over-heated, like a Gun, with continual dil- - 
charging my wit : life, Sir, I have rarih d my brains for you.rili 
they are evaporated 3 but come, Sir, do ſomething for your (clt 
likea man, I have engag'd you ſhall give to your Miſtreſs a Serc- 
pade in your proper perſon : Ile berrow a Lute for you, 

Sir Mart, | le warrant thee, Ile do't man. 

Warn. You neverlearn't, Ido not think you know one (top. 

Sir Mart, 'Tis no matter for that, Sir, Ile play as falt as I can, 
and never ſtop at all. 

Warn. Goto, yru are an invincible Fool I fre ; get up into 
your Window, and ſet two Candles by y ou, take my Land-lords 
Lute in your hand, and fumble on't, and make grimmaces with 
your mouth, as if you ſupg; in the mean time, ile play 1a the 
next Room inthe dark, and conſequently your Miſtrets, who 
who will come to her Balccne over agalnit you, will think is to 
be you ; and atthe end of every Lune, Ile ring the Bll that 
hangs between your Chamber and mine, that you m2y know 
when to have done. Sar 
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Sir Mart, Why, this is fair Play now, to tell a man before. 
hand what he muſt do; Gramercy ifaith, Boy, now 1f I fail 
thee--- TN 
Warn, About your buſineſs then, your Miſtreſs and her Maid | 
appear already - Ile give you the gn with the Bell whenl am 
prepar'd, for my Lute is at hand in the Barbers ſhop. {Exennt, 


Enter Milleſent, Roſe, with a Candle by ems above. | 


Roſe, We ſhall have rare Mulick. : 

Mill. 1 wiſh it prove ſo; for I ſuſpe& the Kaight can neither 
play nor ſ1og, 

Roſe. But if he does, you're bound to pay the Muſick,Madam. 

Mil. Ve not believe it, except both my Ears and Eyes are 
Witneſles. 

Roſe. But 'ris night, Madam, and you cannot ſee 'em; yet he 
may play admirably in the dark. 

Aſilt, Where's my Father e 

Roſe. You need not fear him, he's ſtill employ d with that 
ſame Sea-man, and | have ſet Mrs. Chriſtian to watch their diſ- |} 
courſe, that betwixt her and me Warner may bave wherewithal 
to inſtruct his Maſter- | 

AMill. But yet there's fear my Father will fad out the Plot. 

Rgſe. Not inthe leaſt, for my old Lady has provided two rare 
diſguiſes for the Maſter and the Man. .. 

Atill. Peace, | hear them beginning to tunethe Lute. 
Roje. And ſee, Madam, where your true Knight Sir Martiz is 
[fy plac'd yonder like 4pollo, with his Lute in hiQhand and his Rays | 

abuut his head. | 
| Sir Martin appears at the adverſe window, 
« Tune play'd;, when it is done, Warner 
rings, and Sir Martin holds. 
Did he not play moſt excellently, Madam ? 


Mii. Ae play'd well, and yet methinks he held his Lute but 
untowardly. 


Roſe. Dear Madam, peace z now for the Song. | 


THE 
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The SONG. 


Lind Love io this hour 


B 


Had never like me, a ſlave under his power. 


Then bleſt be the Dart 
That he threw at my heart, 


For nothing can prove 


A joy ſo great az to be wounded with love. 


e 
| My Days «nc! *:y Nights 

Are filld to the parpoſe with ſorrows and frights, 
q From my heart ſtill 1 ſigh 

And my Eyes are ne're dry, 

3 
"m So that Cupid be prais'd, 
*g T amtto the top of Love's happineſs rais'd. 
r 
t My Soul s all on fire, 


So that Thave the pleaſure to doat and deſire, 


Such 
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Such a pretty ſoft pain 


That it tickles each veins 


, ce ——_—_ 


'Tis the dream of a jmzart, 


Which makes me breath ſhort when it beats at my heart, 


Sometimes in 4 Pet, | 
When I am deſpis d, I my freedom would get; 
But ſtreight a ſweet ſmile 
Does my anger beguile, 
And my heart does recall, 


Then the more T do ſiruggle, the lower T fall. 


Heaven does not impart 
Such a grace as to love unto ev'ry ones heart ; 
For many may Wwiſt) | 
To be wounded and miſ; : i 


#70 Then bleſt be loves Fire, 
| And more bleſt her Eyes that firit taught me deſire. 


The Song being done, Warner rings agen ; but Siv 


Hit, 
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Mil}, A pretty humour'd Song :----but ſtay, methinks he 
plays and ſings {till, and yet we cannot hear him.----Play louder, 
Sir Martin, that we may have the fruits on't. | 

Warn. peeping. Death ! this abominable Fool will ſpoil all agen. 
Dam him, he ſtands making his Grimaces yonder, and he looks fo 
earneſtly upon his Miſtreſs, that he hears me not. { Rings agen. 

Mill. Ah,ah ! have I found you out, Sir ? now as I live and 
breathe, this 1s pleaſant, Roſe,----his manplay d and ſung for him, 
and he, it ſeems, did not know when he ſhould give over. 

[ Millifent a»d Roſe laugh. 

Tarn. They have found hjm out, and laugh yonder as if they 
would ſplit their ſides. Why Mr. Fool, Oate, Coxcomb, will you 
hear none of your names ? 

Mif8. Sir Martin, Sir Martin, take your mans counſel, and 
keep time with your Muſick. 

Sir Mart. peeping. Ha! what do you lay, Madam ? how does 
your Ladiſhip like my Mulick # 

Mill. O moſt heavenly / juſt like the Harmony of the Spheres 
that is to be admired, and never heard. 

Warn. You have ruin'd all by your not leaving off in time. 

Sir Mart. What the Devil would you have a man do when my 
hand is in ! well o'my conſcience | think there is a Fate upon 
me. | Noiſe within. 
Mill. Look, Roſe, what's the matter. 

Roſe. 1 1s Sir John Swallow purſu'd by the Bailifls, Madam, 
according toour plot3 it ſeems they have dog d him thus late 
to his Lodging. 

Mill. That's well 1 for though I begin not to love this Fool ; 
yet 1 am glad[ ſhall be rid on him. [ Ex. Millilent, Roſe. 


Enter Sir John purſ#'d by three Bailiff s over the Stage. 


Sir Mart, Now [le redeem all agen, my Miſtreſs ſhall ſee my 
Valour, I'm reſolv'd on't. Villains, Rogues, Poultroons { what £ 
three upon one ? in fine, Ile be with you 1mmediartely. | Exit. 

Warn. Why, Sir, are you ſtark mad ? have you no grain of 
ſenſe left £ he's gone | now is he as earneſt in the quarrel as 
Cokes among the Poppits; 'tis to no purpole whatever I do for 
him, Exit Warner, 

l Fxter 
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Enter Sir John and $jr Martin (having driven away the 
Bailiffs) Sir Martin flouriſÞeth his Sword. 

Sir Mart. ViGoria| Vidoria! what heart, Sir John, you have 
received no harm, 1 hope ? 
Sir Jobx. Not the leaſt, 1 thank you Sir for your timely affi- 
france, which 1 will requite with any thing but the religning of my 
Mrs.----Dear Sir Martin, a good night. 
Sir Mart. Pray let me wait upon you in Sir. Jokn. 
Sir John. | can find my way to Mrs. 445Viſert without you, Sir, 
F thank you. 

Sir Mart. But pray, what were you to be arreſted for ? 
| Sir John, 1 know no more than you;ſome little debts, perhaps, 
E left unpaid by my negligence : once more good night, Sir. [ Exi8. 

- Sir Mart. He's an ungrateful Fellow z and fo in fine, I ſhall 
tell him when [| fee him next----Monlieur---- [ Enter Warner. 
Warner, A propos ! I hope you'l applaud me now, Thave defeat- 
edthe Enemy, and that in fight of my Miſtreſs, Boy, I have 
charm'd her, i faith, with my Valour. 
Wars, I, jult as much as you did e'ne now with your Mu- 
fick ; go, you are ſobeaſtly a Fool, that a Chiding 1s thrown 
away upon you. 

Sir Mart, Fool in your face, Sir 3 call a man of Honour, Foo), 

when I have juſt atchieved ſuch an Enterpriſe----Gad now my 


Warn. Poor Animal, I pity thee. 


Sir Mart. I] grant I am no Muſician, but you muſt allow me for 
a Sword-man, I have beat 'em bravely ; andin fine, I am come 
off-unhurt, ſave only a little ſcratch 1 th'head. 


Warn, That's impoſhble, thou haſt a Scull ſo thick, no Sword 


your Valour : you reſeu'd your Rival when he was to be arre- 
ſted on purpoſe to take him off from your Miſtreſs. 


Szr Mart, Why, this-is ever the Fate of ingenious men; nothing 
thrives they take in hand. [ Enter Roſe. 


Rofe. Sir Martin, you have done your buſineſs with my Lady, 
ſhe'l never look upon you more 3 ſhe ſays, ſhe's ſo well ſatisfied of 
tryal. 


Sir. Mart, Warner,is there no hopes, Warner ? War? 


; %y 
blood'sup, Iam a dangerous perſon, I can tell you that, Warzer. 


can pierce it 3 -but much good may 't &'ye, Sir; with the fruits of 


your Wit and Courage, that ſhe will not put you to any further 
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Warn, None that | know. 

Sir Mart. Let's have but one civil plot more before we part. 

Warn, 'Tis to no purpole. 

Roſe. Yet if he had ſome golden Friends that would engage for 
him the next time----- 

Sir Mart. Heresa Jacobus anda Carolus will eater into Bonds 
for me. 

Roſe. Vle take their Royal words for once. | She fetches two 

Warn. The meaning of this, dear Roſe ? diſguiſes ] 

Roſe. 'Tis in purſuance of thy own invention, Warzer; a child 
which thy wit hath bepot upon me-: but let us loſe no time, 
Help! Help / dreſs thy Maſter, that he may be A#thoxy, old U400- 
dy's Baſtard, and thou his come from the Eaſt Indies. 

Sir Mart. Hey-tarockit----n»w we ſhall have Xsſes device too, 
[long to be at it, pray let's hear more on'c. 

Roſe. Old Moody youu muſt know 1n his younger years, whea 
he was a Cambridee-Scholar, made bold with a Towns-mans 
Dauchier there, by whom he had a Baittard whoſe name was An- 
thony. v-hom you Sir Martin, are to repreſent. 

8.Mart.l warrant you,let me alone for Toxy:but pray go on, Roſe. 

Roſe. This Child in his Fathers time he durſt not own, but 
bred him privately in the [ile of Ely, till he was ſeven years old, 
ard from thence ſeat him with one Boravertare a Merchant for 
the Eaſt-Indies, 

Warn. But will not this over-burden your memory, Sir ? 

Sir Mart. There's no anſwering thee any thing, thou think'ſt 
I am good for nothing. 

Roſe. Bonaventure dy d at Surat within two years, and this A- 
theny has liv\dup and down in the AMogauls Country unheard of 
by his Father till this night, and 1s exp<Cted within thele three 
days : now if you can pals for him, you may have admittance into 
the houſe, and make an end of all the buſlinefs before the other 

Anthony arrives. 

Warn. But hold, Roſe, there's one conſiderable point omitted 3 
what was his Mothers name ? 

Roſe. That indecd | had forgotz her name was Doro!hy, 
Daughter to one Draw-water a Viatner atthe Roſe. 


Warr, Come, Sir, are you perfeCt in your Leſſon? Anthony 
T2 Alogdy 
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Aedy born in Cambridge, bred inthe lſle of Ely, {ent into the 
Moguls Country at ſeven years old with one Bonaventure a Mer- 
chant, who dy'd within two years; your Mother's name Dorothy 
-Draw-water the Vintners Daughter at the Roſe, Pe 

Sir Mart, | have it all ad #nguem----what, do'ft think I'm a 
:Sot 2 but ſtay a little, how have I liv'd all this while im that ſame 
Country ? 
. *Warn. What Country ?----Pox, he has forgot already ---- 

- Roſe. 'The Moguls Country: 

Sir Mart. 1, 1, the Moguls Country ! what a Devil, any man 
may miſtakea little ; but now | haveir perfect : but what have 
I been doipg all this while in the Moguls Country 5 He's a Hea- 
then Rogue, I am afraid I ſhall never hit upon his name. : 

: Warn, Why, you have been paſting your time there, no mat- 
ter how. 7 

Roſe. Well, if this paſſes upon the Old man, I'le bring your 
buſineſs about agen with my Miſtreſs, never fear it ; ſtay you 
here at the door, I'le go tel] the Old man of your arrival. 


Warn, Well, Sir, now play your part exattly, and Ile forgive 
all your former errous,----- 

Sir Mart. Hang 'em, they were only flips of Youth----how 
peremptory and domineering this Rogue 1s / now he ſee's I have 


need of his ſervice : would 1 were out of his power agen, I would 
make himlye at my feet like any Spaniel. 


Enter Moody, Sir John, Lord, Lady Dupe, Milliſent, 
Chriſtian, Roſe, 


Mood, |s he here already, ſay'ſt thou ? which is he 2 
Roſe. T hat Sun-burn'd Gentleman. 


Mood. My dear Boy Anthony, do [ ſee thee agen before I dye? 
welcome, welcome. 

Sir Mart, My dear Father, Iknow it is you by inſtinct ; for 
methinksI am as like you asif I were ſpit out of your mouth. 


Roſe. Keep it up beſeech your Lordſhip. (4fide to the Lord. 
Lord. He's wond'rous like indeed. 


La. Dupe. The very image of him. 


Mood. Anthony, you muſt ſalute all this Company : this 13 
my Lord Dartmouth, this m 


L y Lady Dupe, this her - Niece Mcs- 
Chriſtian. | { He ſalntes thers. S1t 
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Sir Mart. And that's my Siſter, methinks 1 have a good reſem- 
blance of her too : honeit Siſter, I muſt need kiſs you Siſter. 

Warn. This focl will diſcover himſelf, I foreſee it already by 
his carriage to her. | 

Mood. And now Anthony, pray tell's a little of your Travels. 

Sir Mart. Time cnough for that, forſooth Father, but I have 
ſuch a natural aficCtion for my Siſter, that methinks | could live 
and dye with her: give me thy hand (weet Siſter,” - 

Sir John. Jhe's beholding to you, Sir. -: 

Sir Mart, What 1t ſh= be Sir, what's that te you Sir? 

Sir John. I hope, Str, I have not offended you ? 

Sir Mart. It may be you have; and it.may be you have not, 
Sir; you ſte | haveno mind'to farhe you, Sir : what a Devil ! a 
man cannot talk a little to his own fleſh and blood, but you muſt 
be interpoſing with a murrain to you. 

Mood. Enough of this, good: Arthony, this Gentleman is to 
marry your Sitter, v- Us, 

Sir Mart. He marry my Siſter ! ods fuot, Sir, there: are ſome 
Baſtards, that ſhall be nameleſs, that areas well worthy to marry 
her, asany man; and have as good blood in their veins. 

Sir John. I do not queſtion ic 1a the leaſt, Sir. - 

Sir Mart. Tis not your beit courfe, Sir; you marry my $1- 
ſter ! what have you ſeen of the worid, Sire I have ſeen your 
Hurricanoes, and your Calentures, and your Eclipticks,and your 
Tropick Lines, Sir. an' you goto that, Sir. 

Warn. You muſt excuſe my Mz'tcr, thc Sea's a Inttle werking 
1n his brain, Sir. | 

Sir Mart. And your Preſier Johns o'th' Eaſt-Invies, and your 
Great Turk of AKome and Perſia. | 

Mood. Lord, what a thing it !s tobe Learned, id a Travel- 
ler ! Bodikins it m-kes me weep for joy 5 but, Anthony, you muſt 
not bear your ſelf too mack upon your Learning,Ciuid. 

Mill. Pray Brother be civil to this Gentleman tor wy fake. 

Sjr Mart. Foryour faxc, Siiter Arh3jert, much may be done, 
and here I kits Jour hand v1:'t. | 

Warr, Yet again (iupidity ? 

All. Nay, pray. Brother. hands off, now you are too 
ruGy, | Þ 

$3x 
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$ir-Mart. Dear Siſter, as am a true Faſt-India Gentleman... 
Mood, But pray, Son Anthony, let us tail of other matters, 
and tell me truly, had you. not quite forgot me? and yet I made 
woundy much of you when you were young. 

$ir Mart. remember you as well as if I ſaw you but yeſter. 
day : A fine grey-headed----grey-bearded old Gentleman as ever 


I ſaw in all my life. 


Warn aſide. Grey-bearded old Gentleman ! when he was a 
Scholar at Cambridge. | 
Mood. But do you remember where you were bred up ? 
Sir Mart. O yes, Sir, moſt perfettly, in the I{le----{tay----let 
me ſee, oh---now I have it----in the Ifle of Sily, 
Mood. In the Ifle of Ely, ſure you mean 2? 
Wern, Without doubt he did, Sir, but this damn'd Ifle of $34 
runs in's head ever ſince his Sea-Voyage. | 
Mood. And your Mothers name was----come pray let me exa- 
mine you----for that I'm ſure you cannot forget, 
Sir Mart. Warner what was it Warner ? 
Warn. Poor Mrs. Dorothy Draw-water, if ſhe were now alive, 
what a joyful day would this be to her ? 
Mood. Who the Devil bid you ſpeak, Sirrah? 
Sir Mart. Hername, Sir, was Mrs. Dorothy Draw- water. 
Sir John. ['le be hang'd if this be not ſome Cheat. 
All. He makes ſo many ſtumbles, he muſt needs fall at laſt. 
Mood. But you remember, I hope, where you were born 2 
Warn. Well, they may talk what they will of Oxford for an 
[niverſity, but Cambrzdge for my Money. 
Mood. Hold your tongue you ſcanderbag Rogue you, this 1 
the ſecond time you have been talking when you ſhould not. 
Sir Mart. 1 was born at Cambridge, I remember it as perf: ly 
as If it were but yeſterday. 
Warn. How I ſweat for him! he's remembring ever ſince he 
was born. 
Mood. And who did you go over withall tothe Eaſt-1zdjes ? 
Sir Mart. Warner | 
Warn. Twas a happy thing, Sir, you lighted upon ſo honeſt 
a Merchant as Mr. Bexraventare, totake care of him, 
Mood. Sawcy Raſcal! this1s paſt all ſufferance, 
Roſe. 


et 
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Roſe, We are undone YYarner, if this diſcourſe Zo on any 
further. . 

Lord. Pray, Sir, take pity o'th' poor Gentleman, he has more 
need of a good Supper, than to be ask'd ſo many Queſtions. 

Sir John. Theſe are Rogues, Sir, I plainly perceive it ; pray 
tet me ask him one queſtion----which way did you come home 
Sir £ | 

Sir Mart, We came home by Land, Sir. 

YVarn. That is, from India to Perffa, from Perſie to Twrkey, 


from Twrkey to Germany, from Germany to Frence. 


Sir Johz. And from thence, over the narrow Seas on Horſe- 
back. 

Afood. 'T1s fo, I diſcernit now, but ſome ſhall fmoke for't. 
Stray a httle Anthony, Vle be with you preſently. [_ Ex. Mood. 

VYarn. That wicked old man is gone for no good, I'm afraid, 
would I were fairly quit of him. | aſide. 

Mill. afede. Tell me no more of Sir Martz, Roſe, he wants na- 
tural ſence, to talk. after this rate z but for this Y/Varzer, I am 
ftrangely taken with him, how handſomly he brought him off? 


[ Enter Moody with two Caudgels, 


Mood. Among half a fcore tough Cudgels I had in my Cham- 
ber, I have made choice of thefe two as beſt able to hold our. 

Mill. Alas ! poor Warner muft be beaten now for all his wit, 
would I could bear it for him. 

Warr. But to what end is all this preparation, Sir £ 

Mood. In the firſt place, for your Worſhip, and in the next;for 
this Faſt- Indian Apoſtle, that will needs be my Son Anthony. 

Warn, Why, d'yethionk he 1s not F 

Mood. No; thou wicked Accomplice in bis deGgns, I know he 
is not. 

VYVarn, Who, I his Accomplice # I beſeech you, Sir, what is it 
tome, if he ſhould prove a Counterfeit; I a{luce you he has co» 
zen'd me in the firſt place. | 

Sir John, That's likely, faith, cozen his own Servant ? 

VYarn, As hope for mercy, Sir, | am an utter (tranger to him. 


he took me up but yeſterday, and totd me the ſtory word tor ' 


word ashe'told it you.” | | 


_ ——_ _——  ___— 
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8ir Mart. What will become of: us two now ? I traſt to the 
Rogues wit to bring me off. 
Mood. If thou wou'dſt have mie believe thee; take one of theſe 
two Cudgels, and help me to lay it on ſoundly. 
Warn.: With all my heart. 
Mood. Out you Cheat, you Hypocrite, you Impoſter! do you 
come hither ro cozen an honeſt man ? [ Beats him, 
Sir Mart. Hold, hold, Sir. .' ES EIS 
| Warn. Do you come hither with a lye to geta Father, Mr, 
Anthony of Eaſt-IndiaF 
Sir Mart. Hold you inhumane Butcher. 
Warn. Vie teach you tocounterfeit again, Sir. 


Sir Mart, The:Rogue will murder me. © { Ex. Sir Mart. 
' Mood. A fair riddance of 'em both : let's in and laugh at 'em. 
 [Exennt. 


Enter again Sir Martin, and Warner, 


. Sir Mart. Was there ever ſuch an affront put upon a man, to 
be beaten by his Servant? 2 
Warn, After my hearty ſalutations npon your back-ſide, Sir, 
may a man have leave to ask yous what news from the Moguls 
Country? HTN LL, BATS"; of Bs 
Sir Mart. | wonder where thou hadſt.the impudence to move 
ſuch a queſtion to me, knowing how-thou haſt us d me, .;; 
VVarn. Now, Sir, you may ſee what comes of your indiſcre- 
tion and ſtupidity : I always gave you warning of it, but for this 
\ time | am content to paſs it by without more words, partly, be- 
cauſe I have already corrected yau, though not ſa much .as you 
deſerve. | ia tot 1 E445 rs 
Sir Mart. Do'{t thou think to carry it off at this.rate,after ſuch 
an injury £ 
VVars. You may thank your ſelf fort 3 vay *twas very well I 
found out that way, otherwiſe I had been ſuſpeQed as your Ac- 
complice. JEIFRI 
Sir Mart. But you laid it on with ſuch a vengeance, asf you 
were beating ofa Stock-filb. 
YVarn. To confeſsthe truth on't, you had apger'd me, and I 
was willing to evaporate my choler ; it you will pals it by fo, 
may 


NC  — 
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Þ*7 chance to help you to your Miſtre : no more words of this 
ufineſs, I adviſe you, but go home and greaſe your back. 

Sir Mart. In fine, I muſt ſuffer it at his hands ; for if my ſhoul- 
ders had not paid for this fault, my purſe muſt have ſweat blood 
for't : the Rogue has got ſuch a hank upon me---- 

Warz. So,1ſo, here's another of our Veſlels come { Exter Roſe. 
in after the ſtorm that parted us : whet comfort, Roſe, no Har- 
bour near ? | 

Rofe. My Lady, as you may well imagine, is moſt extreamly 
igcens d againſt Sir Martis ; but ſhe applauds your ingenuity to 
the Skies. Ile fay no more, but thereby hangs a Tale. 

Sir Mart. 1 am confidering with my felf about a Plot, to bring 
all about agen. | KE: 2 

Roſe. Yet again plotting ! if you have ſuch amind to't, I know 
no way ſo proper for you as to turn Poet to Pugenello. 

Warn, Hark! is not that Muſick in your houſe ? { Muſeck, plays. 

Roſe. Yes, Sir John has given my Miſtreſs the Fiddles, and our 
Old man ts as jocund yonder, and'does ſo hug himfelt to think 
how he has been reveng'd upon you. 

Warn. Why, he does not know 'twas we, I hope £ 

Roſe. 'Tis all one for that. 

Sir Mart. I have ſuch a Plot ; I care not, I will ſpeak an'I were 
to be hang d for t----ſhall I ſpeak, dear Warner 2 let me now 3 it 
does fo wamble within me, juſt like a 'Ciyfter, i'faith law, and l[ 
can keep it no longer for my heart. 

Warn, Well, lam indulgent ro you ; out with it boldly inthe 
name of Non-ſenlſe. 

Str Mart. We two will put on Vizards; and with the help of 
my Lordland, who ſhall be of the party, go a Mumming there, 
and by ſome device of dancing, get my Miſtreſs away unluſpect- 
ed by 'em all. 

Roſe. What if this ſhould hit now, when all your projects have 
fail'd, Warner ? | 

Warn, Would I were bang'd if it be not ſomewhat probable : 
nay, now | conſider better on't----exceeding probable, it muſt 
take, tis not in Natureto be avoided. | 

Sir Mart. O muſt it fo, Sir ! and who may you thank for t © 

Warn, Now am I ſo mad he ſhoutid be the Author of this 

- Th device. 
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device. How the Devil, Sir, came you to ſtumble on't £ 
Sir Mart. Why ſhould not my brains be as fruitful as yours or 
any mans ? WO” 
Warn. This is ſo good, it ſhall not be your Plot, Sir, either dif- 
own it, or I will proceed go further. | 
$ir Mart. 1 would not loſe the credit of my Plot to gain my 
Miſtreſs - the Plot's a good one, and TI'le juſtifie 1 upon an 
ground of Englend; an'you will not work upon t&, It {hall be done 
without you. - | 
Roſe. I think the Knight has reaſon. 
Warn. Well, I'le order it however to the beſt advantage : hark 
you, Roſe, | | >, [mbiſpere. 
Sir Mart. If it miſcatry by your ordering, take notice 'tis 
your fault, 'tis well invented Vletake my Oath on't. 
Roſe. I muſtin to em, for fear I ſhould be fulpeted ; but Ile 
acquaint my Lord, my old Lady, and all the reft whoought to 
know it, with your delign. 
Warn. We'll be with you in atwiokliog : you and I, Roſe, argy 
to follow our Leaders, and be pair'd to night----- 
Roſe, To have, and to hold, are dreadful words, Warner ; but | 
for your ſake Ple venture on 'em. [ Exennt. 
Enter Lord, Lady Dupe, and Chriſtian, 
La. Dupe. Nay !. good my Lord be patient. _ 
Lord. Does he think to give Fiddles and Treatments in a 
houſe where he has wrong'd a Lady? Ile never ſuffer it, 
La. Dupe. But upon what ground wall you raile your quarrel ? 
Lord. A very jult one, as I am her Kinſman. 


La. Dupe. He does not know yet why he was to be arreſted;try 
that way agen. 


Lord. ble hear of nathing but revenge. [ Enter Roſe. 
Roſe. Yes, pray hear me one word, my Lord, Sir 4art3z him- 
{1f has made a Plot. 


Chr. That's like to be a good one. 

_ Roſe. AFool's Plot may be as lucky as a Fool's Hand(el ; *ris 
a very likely one, and requires nothing for your part, but to get a 
Parſon 1n the next room, we'll find work for him. 

La. Dupe. That ſhall ba done immediately ; Chriſtzan, make 


haſte, ang ſend for Mr. Ba# the Non-confosmilt, tell him here are 
two or three Angels to be earn'd, Cbr. 
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chr. And two or three Poſſets to be eaten: may I not put in 
that, Madam £ | | 
La. Dupe. Surely you may. | Exit Chriſtian. 
Roſe. Then for the reſt---'tis only this---Oh ! 'they are here ? 
pray take it ina whiſper; my Lady knows of it already. 


Exzter Moody, Sir John, Milliſent. 


24. Strike up agen, Fiddle, Ile have a French Dance. '' 

Sir John. Let's have the Braw1s. 

Mood, No, good Sir John, no quarrelling among Friends, 

La. Dupe. Your Company is like to be increas'd, Sir 3 ſome 

Neighbors that heard your Fiddles are come a mumming to you. 

Mood. Let 'em comein, and we'l be Jovy 3 an' I had but my 

Hobby-horſe at hame----- 

Sir Johz. What, are they Men or Women # 

La. Dupe. I believe ſome Prentices broke looſe, 

Mill. Roſe ! go and fetch me down two Indian-gowns and 
©: izard-masks----you and I will diſguiſe too, and be as good a 
| Mummery to them as they to us. { Exit Roſe. 
Mood. That will be moſt rare. 


Exter Sir Martin, Warner, Landlord dzſguiſed like a Tony. 


Mood. O here they come ! Gentlemen Maskers [ Warner ſigns 
you are welcome---He figns for a Dance | believe; to the mmſick 
you are welcome, Mr. Muſick, ſtrike up, I le make for a Davce, } 
one as old as | am. 

Sir John. AndT'le not be out. [ Dance. 

Lord. Gentlemen Maskers, you have had the Frolick, the next 
| turn is mine 3 bring two Flate-glafſes andſouwc ſtools, Ho, we'll 
have the Ladies health. 
| Sir John. But why ſtools, my Lord? 
| Lord. That you ſhall ſee : the humour is, that two men at a 
time are hoyſted up z when they are above, they name their La- 
dies, and the reſt oft the Company dance about them while they 
drink : this they call the Froiick of the Altitudes. 

Mood. Some High-lander's mvention, Fle warrant it. 

Lord. Gcntlemen-maskets, you ſhall begin. [They hoyſt Sir 

Sir John. Name the Ladies. + Mart. and Warn, | 

K 2 Lord. 
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' Lord,. They. point to Mrs. Milliſent and Mt-. (rifles , 
Lou's Touche ! ) Tacks 
- Mood: "A.xare toping health this; come Sip 1 let bey drink 
Joh, now you and | will be in our altitudes. | theCompany dan- 
Sir John, What new device is this tro + ? ces and ſings:they 
Mood. I know not what to make ont. are taken down, 
Sir John to Tony. Pray,Mr. Fool, where's the \ her they are up, 
reſt o' .yoyr Company ? [would fain ſee 'em_, the Company dan- 
again. ces about erm: they 
Laxndl. Come down and tell 'em ts, EPO dance off. Tony 
Sir Jobn. [le be hang'd if there be not ſome dances a Jig. 
plot in't, andthis Fool is * ſet hereto ſpin out the time. _ 
Mood. Like enough : undone ! undone ! my Daughter's gone, 
I-t me down, Sirrah. | 4 
Landl Yes, Cudden, 


Sir John. My Miltreſs is gone, let me down firſt. {| He offers to 

Landl. This isthe quickelt way, Cudden.. .. to pul dawn the 

- Sir Jobn. Hold ! Hold ! or thou-wilt break wy neck, ſtools. ph 

Landl. And you will not come down, you may. ftay there, 
Cudden. [ Exit Landlord dancing. 

Azood. O Scanderbag Villains ! LI 

Sir-John, ls:there no getting down 2 

Mood. All this was Jong of you Sir Jack, 

Sir John,. *'T was long of your ſelf to invite them hither. 

Mood. O you young Coxcombs, to be drawn in thus ! 

Sir John. You old Sot you, to be caught fo fillily / 

Mood. . Come but an inch nearer, and ['le foclaw thee. 

Sir John.. I bope I ſhall reach to thee. 

Mood. And 'twerenot for thy wooden breaſt-work "DRY 

Sir Jobn. I hope to puſh thee down from Babylon. 

Pnter Lord, La. Dupe. Sir Mart. Warn. Roſe, Mill.vaÞd,Landl. 
Lord. How,. Gentlemen! what quarrelling among your {clves! 
Mood. Coxnowns! help me down, and let me haye faix play, 

he ſhall neyer marry my Daughter. 

Sir Mart. leading Roſe, No I'le be ſworn that he ſhall not, there- 
forc never repine, Sir, for Marriages you AnoT are made 1n Hea- 
ven: 10, hae, SIr, we are, joyn'd rogetber i in br of F oxtune. 

Roſe piling off ber mask.That we are Sb, Sir Hartin,&. theſe 


arc 


b 
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are Witneſſes 3 therefore in fine never repine, Sir, for marriages 
you know are made in Heaven. : 

0Omn. Roſe! 

Warn. What, is Roſe ſplit in two? fure I ha' got one Roſe! 

Mill. I, the beſt Roſe you ever got inall your life. 

Pulls off ber Mak, 

Warn, This amazeth me ſo much, I know not what to fay or 
think. 

Mood. My Daughter married to Warmer /! 

Szr Mart, Wel}, I thought it impoſſible any man in England 


ſhould have over-reach'd me: ſure Warner there was ſome mi- *" 


ſtake inthis; prithee Bz/y let's go to the Parſon to ſet all right 
again , that every man may have his own before the matter go 
too far. 

Warn. Well, Sir! for my part I will have nothing farther to 
do with theſe Women, for I find they will be too hard for us, but 
e'ne (it down by the loſs, and content my felf with my hard for- 
tune - But, Madam, do you ever think I will forgtve you this,to 
cheat me into an Eſtate of 20001. a year ? 

Sir Mart. And I were as thee,I would not be ſoſferv'd Warner ! 

MD. Þ have ſerv'd him but right for the'cheart he put upon me, 
when he perfiwaded me you were a Wit---now there's a trick for 
your trick,” Sir. I: | os 

Warn. Nay, I confeſs you have out-witted me, 

Sir John. Let me down,and I'le forgive all freely. ; They let 

Mood. What aml kept here for ? hine dows, 

Warn. I might' in policy keep you there, ell your Daughter 
and I had been inprivate, fora little conſummation + But for 


once, Sir, Ple truſt your good nature: 
[ Takes him down too, 


24and. And thou wert a Gentleman-it would not grieve me ! 
M51, That I was afſlur'd of before I marriea him, by my Lor& 


here. 
Lord. I cannot refuſe to own him for my Kinſman, though his 


Father's ſuffei ings 10 the latetimes bath ruiw'd his Fortunes, 


Mood. But yet he has been a Serving-man. 
IParn. You are miſtaken, Sir, | have beea a Mailer, and be- 


"Jes there's an Eſtate of 800 /. a year, 'only it 15 mortgaged 
r 6000 f, Ad. 


|. 
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Mood. Well, we'll bring it off, and for my part, Tam glad my 
Daughter has mifs'd i» fine, there, _— 

Sir Joh. I will not be tne oply man that muſt ſleep without 
a Bedfcllow to night, it this Lady will once again recelve me, 

La. D. She's yours, Sir. 

Lord, And the ſame Parſon, that did the former execution, ts 
till in the next Chamber ; what with Cawdels, Wine, and Quid- 
ding, which he has taken in abundance, I think he will be able tg 
wheadletwo more of you into matrimony. 

24:8, Poor Sir Martin looks melancholly ! Iam half afraid he 


* 5 1n love. 


\ 
| 


Warn. Not with the Lady that took him for a wit, I hope. 

Roſe. At leaſt, Sir Martiz can do more than you Mr. Warzer, 
for he can make me a Lady, which you cannot my Miſtreſs. 

Sir Mart, 1 have loſt nothing but my man, and in fine, I ſhall 
get another. 


Mil. You'lldo very well, Sir Mariin,for you'll never be your 
own man, Iaſlure you. 


Warn. For my part Lhadlov'd you before if I had follow'd 
my inclination. 


Aill. But now I am afraid you begin of the lateſt,except Your 
love can grow up like a Muſhroom at a nigbts warning. 

Warn. For that matter never trouble your ſelf, Ican love as 
faſt as any man, when am nigh poſſeſſion ; my love falls heavy, 
and never moves quick till it comes near the Centre; he's an il! 
Falconer that will unhood before the quarry be in fight. 

Love's an high mettal'd Hawk that beatsthe Air, 
But ſoon grows weary when the Game's not near. 


FINITS 


Þ 
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Prologue. 


Ools, which each man meets in his Diſh each day, 
Arc yet thc great Regalios of a Play; 
In which to Poets you but juſt appear, 
To prize that higheſt which coſts them ſo deav : 
Fops inthe Town more eaſily will paſs ; 
One ſtory makes a ſtatutable Aſs : | 
But ſuch in Plzys nuſt be nuch thicker ſown; 
Like yolks of Eggs, a dozen beat to one. 
Obſerving Poets all their walks inwade, 
As men watch Woodcocks cliding through a Glad : 
And when they have eneuch for Comedy, 
The; ftow their ſeveral Bodies in a Pye : 
The. Poet s but the Cook ts faſhion it, 
For, G allazt ts, 391 your i-lves nave found the wit. 
To bid you w cleging wor t:{ your bounty wrong, 
None welcuae Tibet, e who brig ibeir chear along. 


Epilogue: 


/ S Country Vicars, when the Sermon's done, 
| Run budling tothe Benediclion ; 

Well knowing, though the better ſort may Stay, 
The Vulgar Rout will run unbleſt away : 

So we, when once our Play is done, make baſic 
With  ſbort Epilogue to cloſe your taſte. - 

In thus withdrawing we ſeem mannerly, 

But when the Curtain's down we peep, and ſee 

A Fury of the Wits who ftill ſtay late, 

And in their, Club decree the poor Plays fate; 
Their werdi& back, is to the Boxes brought, 
Thence all the Town pronounces it their thought. 
Thus, Gallants, we like Lilly can foreſee, 

But if you 45k ns what our doom will be, 

We by to morrow will our Fortunecaſt, 


As be tells all things when theTear ts paſt. 
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